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INTRODUCTION 


I constantly find myself 
'iff' awkward ' situations. 

. .. . ,- Q .Among rfie ' most urn 

cdmlbrtable are tho$e' iin which I have accepted ^n invitation to 
Work.as a-yonsulta^t for a day or two in a public school. Suddenly, 
there I am, standing ip front of a group of teachers who have every 
reason td expecting to fell them either that they are doing something* 
.wrong, for that they should be doing something else in addition to 
• . 'the heavy ioaffebeyhe already carrying. Why else would I be there? 
And this, given the" fact that I have neyCr seen any of- them at 
work with their students, have rio -idga h&w they operate, or what 
specific daily'problems theyTace. You see why it’s an awkwatd situ- 
ation. . v . . U " ' ~f ■ ■' * 

Such visits have given me the chance,, however, td see firsthand 
. a number of other public schools besides the one in which I teach. 
Thyy’ve helped me grow. Sometimes I’ve developed lasting friend- 
ships with colleagues in those schools. And always yve trade notes— 
which of us hay the better principal, lunchroom, for working, condi- 
tions — and combat stories. ’ I*- 

Sometimes, ori these visits. I’m asked for advice. I usually refuse, 
simply because I don’t kny>w the situation Well enough (and wouldn’t 
if I stayed a month). But recently, over coffee, a new friend' and I 
sat down and half in jest, half seriously, posed the following: 

Accept for the moment the fact that because there are too many 
variables at work, public schools will never be perfect learning envfo 
- ronments. Accept also the fact that despite all the voices raised 
against them, and despite all the financial chaos, the/ are herd to 
Stay. ;■ ' _ : •: 

Now draw up a list of observations p r principles or truths* — ’•say, 

» five or six— that could be used as yardsticks td measure how any 
given public school is doing, or how far it has to go-, given the 
potentials and limitations that exist within that institutional framer 
work. • 
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y We drew up a list. „ ' ' * 

Over the next few months, as I became mo re and more convinced 
that this idea of a checklist was ,a -workable notion, I refined it,' and 
I present it here, realizing with some embarrassment that most of 
thes£ principles are old truths “rediscovered” again and, again, but 
realizing alsy> that most schools still have a long w'ay to go.. toward 
iftiplemqntmg^theifi, and so they bear repeating.- The 950-pupil con- 
solidated/ptrfilic high- school iff” which I teach, for example, has not, 
and- UTrdoubVedly will not, move wholesale to translate a list like 
this into act^diT: ^None^^the.^chooh which I have visited will 
either. I gi i e ^lh a LX -Ur-b e expected. However, ^ffer fourteen years 
/of continuous, daily trial-and-error and observation inside the pub- 
lic-school system, I knowVhat these principles can be recognized’ 
in that system, and I believe thatT/fc extent to which they have been, 
recognized and acted upon by any public school is the extent to* 
which that institution is becoming truly and sensitively responsive- 
to the needs of the students and the communities it serves. 

First: Every detail in the physical environment of a school, no 
matter how small, matters and contributes in a s tumulative*way to 
the overall tone. 

Some of these details are so minor as to be unnoticcable by the 
ordinary observer-; but in their own^small way, each makes a differ- 
’ ence that can lead to a sense of, "Something's right (or wrong) here, 
even though I don’t know what it is.” ’ 

Recently I taught an experimental course of five students. Because 
there were^io classrooms available during that period, we “floated” 
/from day to day from one available sp'ace to another. One of the 
rooms we used from time to time was a small windowless conference 
room thabewas almost womblike in its isolation from the rest of 
*the school environment. Every time those students and I were in 
that room, their behavior was significantly different from their norm. 
It was almost as though they were lobotomized. Only through great 
effort were we able to break through that listless! unemotional tnihce 
and carry on some form of discussion. In another environment — 
one with windows and space and air — tfiey were completely different: 
people. We all recognized the effect the conference room had on 
us, but -none of us was able to pinpoint exactly what was happening 
there. Somehow the combination of colors, windbwless walls, isola- 
tion, and the incessant buzzing of the fluorescent lighting trans- 
formed us in a noticeable way. Had I been assigned to that space 
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• Tor the entire quarter and pot* been, able to’ observe those sarrie 
five students in different environments, I 'might have' assumed that 
both the course and thestupents were lost causes — an experiment ” 
not worth repeating.. How many other teachers struggle with stu- 
" dents "daily and assume the pfoblems they are having are due to 
thejstqdents, or themselye^,, and -forget the impact of environment 
on behavior 4 T • '/ T \ ! *' 

- u / •«*■■■ ■ - ' ; y .> '■ 0 £ 

On a more obvious level, ^classrooms with desks (often covered 
■* , with graffiti) bolted to the floor, 'bathrooms with doorless stalls, 
shared locker spaces, ‘indifferent food served indifferently, raucous 
y bell systems, intercoms used so inconsiderately that every activity 
in the school is shattered by full-volume announcements like, 
/‘Teathers, pardon the interruption, but Susan Jones’ mother is here 
to take hef to a dentist appointment,’ 4 all in fortresslike institutional 
structures with endless cement block halls and bulldozed, paved 
surroundings deypted-more to efficient crowd control and total lack 
f of privacy (read - Ij^ju ble’*) 'than anything else— all such elements' 

* conspire to creatj^Etmosphere'that is alien, dehumanizing, intimi- 
dating, and*fiflcd ^ lWr an undercurrent of frustration. 

In’onejhigh school I visited recently, the "signal to change classes 
whs a deafening air-raid siren. In our own school, it is a long, piercihg 
whine that'is impossible to talk above and that goes .through one’s" 

, head with an intensity that almost translates into physical pain. Why 
any manufacturer would £>e instructed— or allowed — ^ 'create such 
a device, and why any humane architect would patronize such a 
company, is beyond me, especially considering the fact that it’s not\ 
really needed at all. (How many colleges or universities, for example, \ 
can you name that use a bell, system?) A 

• Sometimes the physical environment so conspires sg3.mst certsnn \ 
kinds of activities that they are. simply eliminated from the life of 
the school. Our organization has actively sponsored concerts and 
plays, but we are about to give up in despair, hot because the students 
don’t enjoy such events, but because such events must be held in 
t a gym that doubles as an auditorilim. The space itself is simply 
not a workable combination for more reasons than Tcould list here,., 
foremost among them being impossible acoustics and demonic seat- 
ing arrangements. ■ 

Despite the fact that such buildings are built, there are plenty 
of solutions available once the problems with them are .realized. 
The possibility of solutions, however, must’ be seen as' a series of 
priceless oppPrtunities to bring the second principle into play. 
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/. Second: Students must be allowed a measure of control over that 
_ en viron then t/ agd a degree of dbqsidn-rriaking Responsibility w-ithin 
’it. If this is ignored, the natural brief healfoy tendency students have 
to exert some influence over, their Aurrqundirigs njanifests’ itself In . 

; ways the teachers/and administrator^' firid un/acceptable, ^d/nuch 
of their energy is spent in pitched babies with students over “’class-. 
Vriom management” and in slduthing.out those responsible for van- 
dalism andditter. L he amount of “antisocial behavior in a school 
is often directly" proportional to the amount of hostility students 
feel .toward an institution that is not responding to their needs as 

human beings. ' j"'~ * ~~ 

. * The .most obvious place to begin Ts jit the classroom, level. In 
most high-school classrooms, the norm, except for the blackboard 
and bulletin board, is totally blank walls ancl blan/1 colors. (Walk 
into the only environment a child can ball his or her own — usually 
a bedroom at borne — arid ’compare. If a child of mine actually pre- 
. fcrred an environment with no color 1 , nothing on the wak&no piles . 
of books and posters and baseball gloves, and projects" h/ progress' 

I would view that as cause for some .alarm.) . ” v 

. V ® ‘ ,3! ' " #/ 

At this classropm level, confronted with a teacher Who maintains^ * 
a filing cabinet full of laminated' and dated brilletittyboard displays 
5 (“This one about commas g.oeV up at Halloween ejfoh year”/, we 
may have a» problem. Such a teacher may already have, settled into 
j, a psychological jut that has, frit example, manifested itself in lecture 
notes uled year after year, and it may be too face for change. ■- 

But if it’s not, some wonderful and appropriate things can happen.. 

In our classroom, when students wanted 5 to fill the walls with photo- 
graphs, letters, documents, county maps, and quilts — all items ap- 
propriate to our work — they were given permission by the principal 
as long as they did riot stick anything to, or mount anything on’ 
the walls that might "damage the paint? Undaunted, they eased up 
several of the suspended ceiling’s tiles, hung long ’wooden dowel 
rods’. from wires' they attached to the steel girders .above, replaced 
the tiles undamaged, and hung the quilts arid display panels from. 

? the ric^ds. The walls rerriain unscarred. ' ■ J' r 

Later, deeding additional Work, storage, and display spaces^,, they ‘ 
designed and built other pieces of classroom furniture such as cabi- 
nets,, shelves, and counters, and. set them into place. The ones not 
used, as work spaces, are now covered with pieces of folk art, tools, 
items iliat contacts have made for us, and supplies. 

• Most recently, deciding that the microscopic darkroom the 
school s architect had designed was unworkable, they’ designed and. 
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* built a new darkroom jnside otir classroom with the help of the / 
school custodian, who jury-rigged the necessary plumbing. The only ; 
requirement placed on the students by the principal and "“school, 

f ihfoard'was that the new room conforrivin every way to the existing 
fire cpdes, jthus giving -students an opportunity to deal with ye,t anj, 
other/ challenge. The outside 5 walls of the darkroom are covered/, 
door to ceiling, with ffcur-by-ejght-foot sheets of bulletin-board ma- 
terial, thus .tripling our ,.spa<^,.^£c*hlbiW photographs 
V‘and the like. While, sarnie classr ooms negr^y ha\T* susfaine^hejt^yJ 
damage from random .student vaii^ali^^,^|w^' ; ^s.e|^ < suPet : t“d j^*§ 
all. The room is ablaze‘Tvith color and life and ene^jfy, and hja^ 

’ become a working environmenMhat accurately "reflects the amount of* 
energy and commitment that is expended there., , ! 

Outside the classroom, students'in our School have gotten permis- 
sion to create at- least one new mural a year to paint onto the blank 
.wajls in the commons- and entrance areas. The principal was* a little 
dubious about the first mural prttil we talked^a professional artist 

• into helping out and promised the principal final approvalyof the 

design.. Three are completed ..now, one measuring eighteen by 
twenty-two feet, and 'another is under way; This series of low/-cost, 
’creative efforts can go on for years, will involve' hundreds, of students 
over those years, and will totally change the tone of those bland, 
irjipersonal spaces. ; 

• ) In a large urban school I visited recently, students in the hdrticul- 

, ture and biology classes had voted to “adopt” a large outdoor father-' 
ing area as part of their classroom work. There they created a jewel 
of a park with gravel walks, wooden benches, „.fmd huge planters, 
which they keep piled with' potted flowering plants, rotating them 
in season. On the fall day I was there, thousands of chrysanthemums 
of all colors were just about to burst into /bloom. , . 

•t ", In another school, as part of the curriculum, students in the home- 

• economics classes work with their teacher and the dietician to create 
the school’s menus, and then rotate for a week aL-a time through 
the kitchen to help prepare and serve those meals and make them 

, as attractive and palatable as possible, using their imaginations to 
find ways around the budget they have to work with,/ and other 
institutional restrictions. v 


Allowing students to have a constructive impact oil thgir surround- 
ings in ways like the above is important, but it is nojt nearly enough. 
They must also be entrusted /with the power to makeyeal decisions 
that affect far more than the physical environment. V 
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For example, in the magazine classes Margie-Bennett and I con- 
. duct (out of which this book came), the students decide, individually 
all details concerning their own articles (for which they do all the 
-interviews, take and print all the photographs, etc ), and collectively 
» decide such items as what the magazine’s cover design and colors 

* will be — seemingly mundane decisions, but for students who have 
never had experience in making such choices, enormously important. 
These experiences ljecome<part' of their normal English curriculum 
and part of their daily routine. The same pattern i£ followed in 
the other classes we sponsor where students produce record albums, 
radio shows, television shows, active and passive solar collectors, 

-and public exhibitions of photography. They: decisions affect not 
only the final product, but also such things as the specific budgets 
those classes will operate under given the financial resources avail- 
able to us at any given time. 

On the organizational level, my staff and I meet early every Mon- 

* day morning to look at our organization... Sometimes we talk about 
specific-students and strategies for meeting their needs. We also 
outline all things that need to be decided that week- Students-ai-e 

< encouraged Ta attend the meeting. """ 

That same day, during each period, the various Foxfire classes 
come together in one room to discuss each issue and vote. The 
votes are carried forward, cumulatively, through the school day: 
At the end of the day, the votes determine the decision. Those 
students who want to be involved in carrying it out begin to do 
so. 15 r 

In a recent week, for example, among other things, students dis- 
cussed and voted on: 

• The disposition of an automobile donated to our organization. 
(They voted to ‘sell it through sealed bids and split the profits be- 
tween the school’s beautification fund and Foxfire’s scholarship fund. 
Students split up into teams to draft the radio and newspaper an- 
nouncements. The ear was sold and the money deposited in the 
funds the students had dictated.) 

• Our response to a weekly regional newspaper that had reprinted 
material and photographs from Tfie Foxfire Book on its front page 
without our permission and without credit to the source in any form. 
(The students voted to draft a letter to the publisher demanding 
an apology in print in the next edition of the paper. The letter 
was drafted by one of the classes and sent, and the apology appeared 


l 4 


FOXFIRE 6 


creatively and w£ll with the ideit of student councils. A problem, 
of course, is that many student councils are not regarded as truly 
representative of, or responsible do, their classmates, aind so elections 
degenerate into popularity contests and, knowing tips, schools re- 
spond by diluting the responsibilities the student councils have to 
the point where the whole situation- becomes even rhore of a joke. 
The members are allowed to plan the junior-senior danee, but little 


else, 

A; better, and certainly more lively, instructive, and interesting 
system would be for each homeroom to elect, on a rotating basis, 
a representative who would attend the weekly teachers’ meetings. 
Substitutes could take the place of representatives who could not 
make a given meeting due to illness or other such Conflicts. At these 
meetings, in addition to normal business *(and, frankly, I can’t think 
of ajmeeting I’ve been to in recepi-mentory where something was 
disaiissed that studentj^houlcf not be allowed to hear, bu„t they 
"coul3~ahvays.be excused if such matters arose), the principal and 
assistant principal would outline those items that needed student- 
body action. The students in attendance wt>uld ask as many questions 
' as necessary to make suye they could present all the facts and ramifi- 
cations to their homerooms as accurately as possible: Then, during 
homeroom periods each morning, the student representatives would 
present the issues one by one, lead the discussions, and take the 
vote. The homeroom teachers would be there to help students over 
snags. Votes from the homerooms would all be tallied by student 
groups as they were reported, and decisions, as completed, wrnuld 
be carried to the front office for announcement and implementation. 
The student newspaper would regularly report all tallies, along with 
needed clarifications and explanations. ' ... 

What decisions would be made? An enlightened principal could 
easily get an idea s-imply by listing all decisions made in the course 
of one week at the’ administrative level, and then looking at the 
list. Much of it would consist of business concerning pep rallies, 
club meetings, test schedules, lunch schedules, disciplinary restric- 
tions, smoking-area regulations, and the like, all of which lend them- 
selves ’easily to student input. That’s where they’d start. And what 
about decisions such as whether to use a bell system at all? Or 
the extent to which classes could be interrupted by such intrusions 
as intercom announcements? Those, too, should be subject tp.stu- 
dent input. And as the process became established', students them- 
selves would begin to identify other areas that would justify student 
choice. In fact, once a certain public-school mind set is overcome, 
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on the paper’s front page. A subscriber to our magazine who brought 
the matter to our attention was thanked by another team of students.) 

* Our response to a T-shirt manufacturer who had taken photo- 
graphs of some of our contacts directly from the pages of bur books 
and reproduced them on a line of T-shirts he was distributing 
throughout our region. (The students voted to sue the manufacturer 
and are now involved in the suit.) , . 


The rule of thumb we use, and/one that will probably evolve in 
time as we get better at, and rnpre self-confident with, this whole 
business, is to turn over to thg students all decisions concerning 
our organization that they themselves can be responsible for and 
implement to completion. This they do in an atmosphere w'here 
they learn to weigh the possible consequences of such decisions 
for themselves and the organization, and where mistakes that are 
made are accepted as ne\y opportunities to learn — not as opportuni- 
ties to condemn the students who made them. 4 

There are parallels here that can be extended to any school as 
a whole. Each dav, in every school in the nation, scores of decisions 
are made by the principal and assistant principal that affect the move- 
ments and. activities of students within. Often these decisions are 

* 3 ' 

made by adults not because they refuse to believe students could 
make them just as well, but because it is so much more expedient 
to make them themselves. And they’re right. But one of our mandates 
is to help students learn to make responsible choices, and the farfct 
is that schools, as microcosms of society, can be perfect learning 
laboratories for building these skills. It is somewhat lesscoprienient, 
but schools built for the convenience of adults are often schools 
where little learning takes place. 

lam not advocating — as in some alternative schools — that students 
make all decisions, including such things as whether or not a teacher 
should be fired. That! would place an impossibly heavy load on stu- 
dents’ shoulders. Not) am I advocating the k situation wher/ st ude nts 

are allowed to make token, sham decisions ~of no consequence as 
a means of tricking them into believing they have sbme “say” in 
order to help keep th^m under control. I am advocating real respon- 
sibility of the best type that is possible within a normal public school* 
^which is, granted, a controlled situation where adults will always^ 
be ‘ ‘in charge,” but where they can also be regarded by their students 
as allies and mentors and guides rather than the opposite. , , 

* How could the process work? Some school^ have experimei^tl .,»• 
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it becomes increasingly difficult to identify is.sues and decisions in 
which the students should not be directly involved. Excuses for not 
involving them even in matters as serious as strategies for dealing 
with teen-age pregnancy'or alcohol and di;ug abuse begin to sound 
hollo w^and defensive. 

The fact is that students in possession of accurate information 
'are far more skillful, responsible, creative,/ and moral in making 
and carrying out decisions, than most adults are willing to admit. 
Schools trying this tor the first time sometimes give up in frustration 
from a feeling that the students aren’t being responsible enough— 
that the students are “playing with them.” The schools give up too 
-easily. Invariably, these are schools wheiQ, usually for good reason, 
the students refuse to believe that their collective voice is going to 
be taken seriously. They are playing with the sthoof hecause they 
feel that the school is', once again, playing with them. Intakes time 
and patience' — a slow, forging of atypical ailj 
people and adults — and it’s worth every ou 


[lances between young 
ice of energy it takes. 


Third: All courses, to the fullest extent Possible, should.be expe- 
riential — rooted in the real. (At this poim, every teacher who’s for- 
gotten should review Dale’'s Cone of Experience in that dusty educa- 
tional philosophy text.) 

A friend of rapine has a young son who just completed^liinth- 
grade unit in botXny as part of his science requiremprcNot once 
did the' class go outdoors C N ot once did the teacher bring plant 
^materials in. The entire, course was taught frpijfa text, undoubtedly 
without passion or Conviction. The fact that any teacher in 1980, 
given all we know about, education, would be allowed to — or even 
choose to — teach a unit like botany *i n that fashion is grounds for 
parent/student revolt. 

Teachers must constantly ask themselves how material they are 
covering can be brought to life. and application in the real \?orld 
for the benefit of the students involved and for the ultimate benefit 
of the larger society they will- enter. If teachers cannot, or will not, 
make those linkages, the course should probably not bekaught at 
all. 

■4 

Let me give one example. 

One of my favorite students brought along an American history 
text during a recent trip to speak at an educational conference. 
He was studying for a test. One of the sections he had to learn 
concerned Spanish monasteri&^yray^ere established during an early 
period. in our history for the $Jp»p^Qf converting Indians to Chris- 
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tianitv and Lo the Spanish way of life and to loyalty tlj the Crown! 
Now, the course over, that student.tells me that he remembers noth- 
ing of that section of the book; he only remembers the motel room 
in which he studied it. The teacher completely missed a priceless 
Opportunity to open up that piece of history and bring it to life 
through numerous real-world linkages that the students could have 
researched firsthand: the implicit, arrogance, for example, of the 
missionary’s calling, and the moral dilemma that must be posed 7 
by the imposition of one value system on another; to say nothing 
of the work of all agents of cultural change at work on that student’s 
family, community, and throughout the Appalachian iegiorrAoster- 
dav and today; and the real — sometimes positive, s o m e t i mes'mega- 
tive — effect such people and organizations have on any. indigenous 
group of people anywhere. Weeks could easily have been spent fol- 
lowing that aspect of our history, and the fact that many, of the 
events of the- past have resulted from th^Lesire of individuals or 
groups to exert dominasnce*or influence ’over others^ It has gone 
on throughout the past, it is going on today (students can witness' 
that process in any peer group and community in this nation, arid 
by extension come to a more focused understanding even of national 
and world affairs), and it will continue through all the tomorrows 
we have left. • , - ■ 

,• ' r i 

How will that student deal with that fact as an adult? When con- 
fronted by injustice; for example, where will he draw his lines? To 
what extent will he shrug his shoulders and rationalize events and 
turn ,away, or stand for what he knows is a more moral and humane 
course of action in the world? He came no /closer to, a* decision of 


any sort in that history course — in fact, he never saw how fhjf||iaterial 
his class was covering applied to him at aft — buf he sjpmld have. 
Why else take history? «• ...' ‘ , If * ' " '3s 

It has been sh^afhmugh pro^cts f al|oveC this country that expe- 
riential comp^ifeari be built^itOr^^y subject area of the curric 


ulurn, not in 
basic skills, bu 


of the aca^mic ^pects of the course or the 


me of the few ways through which students master 
those skills and internalize them by having the chance to put them 
to work. The preparation of this book as a part of the language- 
arts offering at our school is only one small illustration of tbe kinds 
of low-cost, experiential options available to public schools today. 

Alarm at .declining test scores and student competence is one of 
the. reasons some alternative schools are founded. However, some 


with which I am familiar turn their backs on what we know about 
the potential of experience, and try to correct the situation (as do 
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many public high schools) by “bearing down’’ and increasing the 
amount and the intensity of drill and memorization. Demanding 
academic rigor is justifiable, but reaching for it through numerous 
new kits, packages, drills, and tests usually defeats the purpose, creat- 
ing, instead, students who simply respond more quickly to certain 
stimuli — like Pavlov’s dogs — but who know not a whit more about 
that world outside the school, the use of those skills within the 
world, or learning as pi independent and lifelong passion. What 
we too often get for our money is a better class of robots, i- 

Think of the role of the school as being threefold (leaving aside 
the role of sports): 

• To develop uT^basic skills and basic academic knowledge of 

students. « 

• To develop and nourish the more esoteric appreciations and 
understandings— the arts, the humanities, the area^of human artistic 
and inoraj sensitivity and concern for life on this globe — and the 
ways to express' those appreciations and concerns through action. 

• To develop and foster the qualities students must have for suc- 
cess in any career — curiosity, self-confidence and self-esteem, pa- 
tience and persistence, vision, leadership, wisdom, and the ability 
to think creatively, toi)analyze and problem-solve, to make humane 
and wise decisions, and to act on them. 

Now look at your school. IfHt’s like most in this country, it pays 
only minimal attention to the last two (it can be argued, in fact, 
that*, many schools not only do not nourish these areas, but also 
somehow accomplish the opposite with the majority-of their students) 
and reserves most of its energy for the first. The success ratio? 
Look at the fact that students have language arts for twelve ears in 
most public-school systems. Now ask any college or university why 
it still requires its freshman remedial English courses. 

“Bearing do wn , ’"“wfffrtrrereased "drill and memorization has not"' 
and will not solve- this problem satisfactorily, to say nothing of the 
ifact that at least two other vital areas of a student’s development 
go untouched. The best experiential courses, on the other hand, 
are not only consciously interdisciplinary, but also bring all three 
areas of development into complete concert. 

Fourth: The school and the community, should he as one. Far 
more than simply using the community as a labdilfto^y, or allowing . 
the school facilities to be used by the community in the evenings 
and during vacations, students and teachers must be engaged directly 
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with the community-at-large, fogging two-way relationships that not. 
only educate, but also endure and make a difference in the quality 
of life. One of the most distressing facts I encounter in every school 
I work with is how ignorant teachers are of the community from 
which their students are drawn. The teachers can sometimes recite 
some basic historical facts and figures andfthe'results of some govern- 
ment surveys, but they know few people on a first-name basis. 

This fall, for example, one of my students and I worked for several 
days as consultants to an urban high school in a decaying city where 
a group of teachers was interested in talking about and perhaps 
implementing some of the things we have tried. After working with 
them and their classes for a day, their consensus was that nothing 
we had' talked about "would work in their setting. For one thing, 
they claimed, there ‘wasn’t anything good about the surrounding 
community to celebrate, and everyone who lived there was dreaming - 
of the day when he or she coufd move away. In the second place, 
there was so much hostility, anger, and fear that adults would be 
afraid to talk with students", and -the students would be too fearful 
of their own safety to explore the area. . 

Believing that in a situation of this nature there is more need 
than ever to attend to this particular principle, I suggested we try 
an interview anyway. None of the teachers t or students could think 

• ' of a soul who would be willing to come into the school, and so a 

school librarian who had lived there all her life was invited. Since 
~ f.*4fnone oFthe teachers could demonstrate interviewing techniques, I 
. 7 spent several hours training a volunteer .gjfo up of about twenty stu- 
dents, -.stressing that if anything else were to be done along? these 
lines, mertpers of that group would have to be the teachers. 

,yK 4t, # th^Sppointed time, the librarian arrived, apprehensive and a 
little stiff (“I can’t stay long; I’m very busy”),, and the students ar- 
ranged themselves in a semicircle around her and ovent to work. 

~ — The Teachers stayed in the' background and observed. After about 
* fifteen minutes, I Gaa^ df eel the mood changing as the woman relaxed 

* and the prearranged questions of .the students began to drop away 
and be replaced by amazed, genuine inquiries. She talked about 
such things as the goatsfShe had raised as a child in the pasture 
where the city-block-huge schoqjM^w ' stood, and how the gradual 
influx of new racial and age poplpttioris had begun to polarize and’ 
fragment -what had been a ci(§he%ive community. The students were 
fascinated as they began to||pe her as a completely different human * 

- being from the one they hfid known previously in her professional 
role only. . • ■ 
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After forty-five minutes, the pace had not slowed a bit, but since 
the bell was about to ring, I. interrupted to as^k the librarian, with 
the st-udents present, how she thought things had gone. She admitted 
honestly that she was amazed at the quality and obvious sincerity 
of the students’ questions. She had expected something completely 
different,- had come prepared to dislike the experience, and in fact 


had not had enough time to get into numerous other areas she 
would have enjoyed sharing. When I asked if she knew other people 
in the community who would be willing to undergo the same thing, 
‘she said there were many. The students and teachers who were 
listening were arfiazed and elated at how things had turned out, 
and if nothing else comes of that experience at that school, all of 
us together at least had an opportunity to share a very nice moment, 
one we won’t soon forget. • . 

And if nothing else comes of that experiment, I think that would 
be too bad. There may be other ways to deal with the kinds of 
hostilitiesand suspicions and hatreds that exist in that area, but 
offhand I don’t know of a better way than getting peoplp talking 
together face to face, beginning to know each other for the first 
time, beginning to correct misconceptions and prejudices about each 
other, and beginning to explore together the reasons why the com- 
munity is now in a siege mentality, and the strategies available, for 
turning that around. It’s hard to think of a more perfect setting 


for what could be one of the most fascinating and valuable 
school courses ever, set up to explore what, conditions mpst/exist 
for people to be able to live and work productively and pos/tively 
together. It would take patience and time to implement, but the 
alternative is to leave all the barricades standing. * 


Students are basically moral — quick to recognize injustice and 
prejudice, and, in the, proper atmosphere, challenge them. With 
their peer group, they sometimes make a great show about hating 
this group or race or that, but for most young people, those state- 
ments have not yet hardened into adult convictions. 

Better still, once moved, they are willing to take action for what 
they believe is right, A student and I worked as consultants in a 


midwestern high school, and we discovered, within easy walking 
distance of the school, a historic feed mill still in operation that 
was about to be torn down, as it was in the path of a new highway 
project. The local students I was working with had never done inter- 
views in the community before (despite the fact that they were en- 
rolled* in a local history course), and so we started with the mill. 
One of the former owners told us its history while the students 
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tape-recorded and took black-and-white photographs and color 
slides — all for the first time. Then the new owner described the 
battle he was waging with the highway department, told us why 
he had decided to take a stand against all odds, an'd showed us 
the petitions he was circulating in the city. v 

As we left, the students wanted to sign one of the petitions, but 
their local history teacher, who had been, along as art observer, re- 
fused to let them. Her fear was that some school-board members 
might favor the highway project, and she was afraid of repercussions. 
We left, the^students visibly disappointed, and the teacher, I believe, 
regretful and feeling a little guilty. Such are school politics. 

The next day, on the way to the airport, I asked our driver to 
stop by the mill so that my student and I, at least, could sign one 
of tbe petitions. We went in and I asked for one, and the owner 
apologized saying that he hadn’t had a chance to have new ones 
printed yet, but they were ordered. I asked what had happened to 
the stack of blank ones he had had the day before. “Well, you know 
those kids that w r ere in here with you?” he asked. “When school 
let out, they came back with their friends and took every blank one 
I had. They said they were going to get them all signed and bring 
them back.” ■ 

It is too much to expect that students will get the stimulation, 
self-confidence, training, and commitment they will need to get di- 
rectly involved in community affaips As adults if their only contact 
with that sort of action is through a civics text. They must be im- 
mersed in the realities as students. 

Last spring, Sherrod Reynolds, one of our staff members, and I 
taught an experimental course designed to test strategies for and 
reactions to this immersion. We tried it with five students, but it 
could have been a full class. 

We decided to work wi|h Mountain City, Georgia, a town in our 
county with a, j 5 opulafeyih "of about 450, and a town that has done 
little discussion about Aar “planning for the future. Incorporated in 
1903, the residents h&d^ never had a town meeting. With the co- 
operation of the mayor and. the city council, we began to work toward 
having^ ohe. , 

Each of the students chose a nearby town, out of our county, 
but of similar size. Alone, each made appointments to talk with 
their town’s officials, conducted a series of taped interviews, and 
took a series of color slides of important features. Then they put 
together a jdide show and script that illustrated how each of the 
towns had changed over the years, how each had dealt with that 


/ INTRODUCTION 

change in different ways, and how each had prepared — or failed 
i to prepare — for the future. The question posed by the show to the 
residents of Mountain City Was, “^To what extent can and should 
we be involved now, in planning and shaping the future according 
•« to what we, as a group, want for our town?" 

The students also researched and drew two complete maps, one 
showing what the town looked like thirty years ago, and another 
showing each house and building |jn the town today. They then 
drew up an announcement of the scheduled town meeting, had it 
printed, and distributed copies door to door to every house and 
business in the city limits. *> 

On the ( appointed evening, nearly a hundred residents showed 
up. The mayor made some announcements concerning a planned 
town sewer and water project for which he had been trying to get 
federal help, and opened the floor to questions. Then the students 
presented their slide show and the maps. A long discussion followed, 
culminating in the request for more such meetings. The students 
Organized two mare, one of them complete with packets that con- 
tained more maps® copies of town ordinances that had been referred 
to in previous meetings,, etc. ' ^ 

By the end of the twelve- week quarter, twenty-four residents had 
formed a committee to sponsor a townwide cleanup as one small 
initial form of community action. The cleanup was announced by 
the students, again through a door-to-door campaign. When it was 
held, the residents turned out in force to clean up their own yards, 
clean and mow the sides of every town street, and haul off all the 
trash they* could find. A chicken barbecue and a square dance fol- 
lowed that afternoon. The committee still ,exists today, and now ' 
has students involved in plans for. a city park -and fountain. 
p A small beginning, but a beginning nevertheless. And the students 
who were involved know far more now about town politics, th€ 
structure of the city council and its duties, and positive organized 
town action than they would ever have learned in a classroom. It 
will be fascinating to watch them as adults. 

The school and the community must marry. We’ve only begun 
the courtship, but already students in our classes, through the cre- 
ation of visible end products created within, about, and with the 
co-operation and involvement of the surrounding towns, keep the 
residents, in our area constantly involved in their work. Television 
shows Mike Cook and his students create are “teroadcast daily over 
the. county CATV network. In fact, students run the CATV studio 
as part of their academic work. Radio shows that students create 
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are broadcast locally. Foxfire magazine is constantly visible as are 
, the record albums that con/e out of George Reynolds’ classroom. 
Bob Bennett’s environmental class recently displayed the solar col- 
lectors they had designed and built in' the~parlung lot of the local 
bank, and Paul Gillespie’s photography classes ’mount regular exhi- 
bitions of their work in the lobby of the same bank. When a group—., 
of my students helped a class of sixth-graders design and build a^ 
low-cost playground at their elementary school, the local newspaper 
devoted three pages of text .and photographs to that project. (The. 
willingness and ability of students to get involved in such wavs,' 
and their passion for doing so, has been docunrentect hundreds of 
times by the National Commission of Resources for Youth [.56 West 
44th Street, New Y’ork, N.Y. 10036]. You might want'd o receive 
their newsletter.) 


Fifth: There should be an atmosphere inside the school, fostered 
by the principal, of fermentation, excitement, and anticipation-— the 
feeling that something is happening that is good and worth being a 
part of — all laced with a generous dose of the unexpected. Much 
of this will result automatically from allowing the previous four prin- 
ciples to dominate the school’s life, but in addition to this, principals 
should encourage experiments that involve the entire school popula- 
tion. Some of them will fail, many will not; and in the right environ- 
ment of creative unpredictability, all will be applauded as attempts 
worth the trying. ' ' . 

One of the most vivid illustrations I can give of this sort of school- 
wide experimentation (or craziness, if you will) happened recently 
in our school for the first time when our organization, in association 
with the school librarian and her staff, and with the co-operation j 
of the principal and all the teachers, sponsored a three-day celebra- 
tion of community resources. With the exception of two-period 
blocks each day for activities that the entire student body witnessed 
(concerts^plays, etc.), every class on every day was visited by a person 
from the community who could bring what was being studied in 
that classroom to life. An American history class was studying the 
Depression at the time, and so the people who visited that class 
were ones who could add a human, here-in-Rabun-County orienta- 
tion to the study of that subject. They were people who, for example, 
had worked in CCC camps and on WPA projects in the area, and* 
even included the Under Secretary ,of Agriculture for Roosevelt who 
dives in our county and was able to give a fascinating, behind-the- 
scenes look at that period of time in a way a text never could. A 
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chemistry class was visited by a chemist from the ’local Burlington 
carpet mill who demonstrated the mixing of chemical dyes and talked 
about the role of chemistry in his work. A biology class was visited 
by a beekeeper who came with all the tools of hi£ trade; an English 
class studying poetry, by a local songwriter; a drafting class, by an 
architect; a business class, *by a secretary; a government class, by 
our lo’cal state representative; a small engine repair class, by a man 
who makes his living in that fields — and so on, in every class, for 
three days. Hundreds of community residents were involved in a 
co-ordinated assault that kept the students in a state of anticipation 
and excitement I had never seen before — an invasion of the fortress 
that people in this area are still talking about. During an evaluation 
period the following week, 953 students (out of 956) and every 
teacher said they would like to see the same thing happen again 
the following school year. Since then, teachers who had never before 
invited community residents to work with them have been doing 
so with regularity. 

A problem in many schools is that principals allow themselves 
to become so buried in the day-to-day'rninutiae of maintaining the 
status quo that they despair of ever having time to do anything 
else. Perhaps asking more of them is asking too much, but in schools 
where principals dream in broad strokes and lead and inspire in 
such ways, breaking out of the day-to-day and forcing a sense of 
forward motion and experimentation, the school is transformed in 
a magical way. ’ \ 


Some of you — teachers, students, principals, parents, librarians, 4 
school-board members, custodians, grandparents, and the like — may- 
be tempted to,Aise the yardstick I have drafted primarily for^ myself 
in evaluating your own schogl, May I offer two cautions? 

'■ . '■ \ x . 

♦ Use my yardstick as exactly \hat — a measuring device, not a 


road map. The examples of ^specific activities I haye given, Foxfire 
magazine included, grew naturally and organically out of, and were 
tailor-made to, the needs of thek specific environments. Different 
kinds of activities that evolve from your own situation’s soil will 
(and perhaps already do) serve you far better than carbon copies 
of those developed by others. In fact, sometimes the developing 
and the testing of a. new idea becomes as much a ’solution as the 
final project itself. ; 

• The principles I advocate are evolutionary and based on per- 
sonal observation. I grow and change as a teacher, my ideas change 
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over time, and this list of principles will change with me. In their 
present form, they represent what -will probably seem to me a 
pinched and limited vision after my next fourteen years in the class- 
room. Don’t accept them .at face value. Change them. Challenge 
them. Add to them. a 

Above all, move. Refuse to accept the status quo. Refuse to allow 
yourself to believe that you have finally found the way.” Know that 
despite the fact that public Schools are less than perfect learning 
environments, within them exciting and creative environments can 
be nourished where genuine learning does take place; with sensitive 
leadership those environments can spread Within the system to infect 
the whole and to embrace ^the surrounding communities and the 
larger community of man to'|he ultimate . benefit of all. 

I have not seen even this limited vision happen yet within even 
one entire public school. I have seen enough pieces of it happen 
to various extents in my school and others, however, to be convinced 
that it is a workable and attainable, if limited, dream. y 

And I am positive thaCwhen that- dream does come true, at last, 
in one school, somewhere, that- that school will shine like a lighthouse 
beacon across this land. , 

- ' \ * BEW 
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JAKE WALDROOP 


V I a ^ e Waldroop, a lively ninety- 
v ‘ ■ I one-year-old man, and his 

-' 4 .-..fL-J Bertha, stm lyue in the 

house that Jake himself built thirty-five years ago. I met Jake after transcribing 
tapes of interviews with him. I don't rlally- know what I expected him to be 
like, but I was surprised when I m.et him. As soon as I did, he made me feel 
at ease and like one yrj the family. He has a great sense of humor, strong 
opinions, and is straightforward with others. , 

Jake was born on December 12, 1884, in a logging camp oil the Nhntahala 
River where his father had a logging contract. As a young' boy Jake fished 
and hunted a great 'deal, and is still well known for this. He also helped ’ 
tend the crops and look after the cattle and hogs that they kept in the mountains. 

He went to school through the fourth grade, but then quit so he could work 
to helpfe.ed the farhily. ' ‘ Back then when I went to school the teachers only 
went to. the seventh grade. I’m just afraid that we put too much value on 
education today. There’s a whole lot tyf hard labor to be done yet, and you 
. take these [ college J graduates, they ’rdinofjgpmg to fall for it." 

Due to his. great love for, and knowledge jf, the mountains, Jake ' got a 
job as a hunting guide when he was sixteen years old. Since that time he 
has done a HttU bit' of everything, from logging to collecting ginseng and 
hewing cross ties "You just can’t hardly name nothing, any kind of work 
that went on but that I’ve done some of it: " There is one particular tree 
that Jake didnjt cut down while he was loggifig, known in his area as the 
Giant Poplar [see Foxfire 4, page 314}. It stands on land that Jake's grandfa-_, 
them, Jake Waldroop, once owned, then later sold to the federal government. 
Jake ’s father, Zeb, had contracted to log the area in which the tree stands, 
aid Jake was in- char ge~of cutting the Trees. They couldn’t cufil downTecause 
they didn’t have a crosscut saw long enough. It would have been extremely 
difficult to snake it down to the sawmill because it was so big; and the sawmill 
was not equipped to handle such large logs. So the tree still stands today, 
and is listed by the American Forestry Association as the largest yellow poplar 
in the United States. ^ 
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The things Jake enjoys doing most now" are “ being in these mountains; 
fishing and squirrel hunting, though I don't see as good as I used to, ” taking 
care of his yard, which takes about three or four hours every week, and working 
in his garden patch. “/ enjoy rais ingum "truck patches to have vegetables 
and everything to do us a whop year round. I guess people eat just too much 
grub, but I-getbut- and work' and tramp these mountains -and burn it up." 
--- ' ~j7ike is in great health and has only had to have -qhe prescription in his 
life. “ I’d never had a prescription until last September. " He went to the 
, doctor and found he had high blood pressure. So he began ea ting garlic and 
ramps and taking his pills, and in less than a year his blood pressure was 
back to normal. ' 

A wonderful storyteller, Jake has such a good memory that he can recollect 
those little eveiy day things that most of us forget, a talent that makes the 
tales he tells so warm and vital. He is the type of person who makes you 
Mg’ him a and want to come back and see him often. 

BRENDA CARPENTE.R 

Article by Brenda Carpenter and Lynnette Williams 

,. \ ' ... 

My [paternal] grandfather came here from Ireland with three of 
his brothers. Four of them came. Ellis stopped olf in Tennessee, 
Summiner stopped off near Hayesville in Clay County, North Caro- 
lina, and Jake, my granddaddy, and Joe come on here to Franklin, 
North Carolina, to Macon County. They were among the first set- 
tlers, and my granddad said that when he first come here he could 
buy land at ten to twenty-five cents an acre. 

My father’s name was Zeb Waldrpop. He was raised here in Macon 
County. At the time he and,m\\mother got married, =he was a ‘Singer 
Sewing Machine agent and was x selling sewing machines. That was 
the old timey machines, about the first ones. He also farmed but 
he was mostly a logger; he did more logging than anything else. 
He did a lot of contracting himself, and he’d take contracts from 
companies and-he’d work for other people or for other -contractors 
like Earl Judson, the Gennetts, and the Reynolds brothers. My daddy 
died when he was fifty-two years old-=Mie took pneumonia fever. 
" They didn’t have penicillin back then to doctor with. 

My mother’s name was Arie Cruse, and she always went by the 
name of Aunt Doc. That was her nickname. She was raised over 
in Cherokee County, and her family used to live across on the Nan- 
tahala side on what they called the Apple Tree Place for a while, 
then they lived in Choga, then they lived here on Dirty John — that’s 
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down from Wayah Gap. Mother, she lacked just a few days of being 
ninety-four Wears old when she died, and she was 1 out of a family 
* that all lived to be old. * ■ 

Mv mother loved to fish and she fished all up Nantahala Rivbr, 
every bit of it, every creek. She loved the mountains and she loved 
to go and* hunt ginseng. She could really find that stuff. She’d hunt 
ginseng for days and days and days. e '-'( 

Now my uncles, the old Cruses, and my mother had heari dogs 
*. \ and they bear, ‘hunted. They killed thirty-six' bears in one season • 
here on Choga, back on Njantahala. They’d take them bear dogs 
into where they thought the bear was. The men folk,- the brothers, 
they’d leave before daylight an’ go- on and get the stands, and later 
she’d take them bear dogs and turn ’em loose. So they’d get this 
bear track and they’d pretty nearly* fight Jem. When the bear came 
out, why, they’d shoot' him down. They said that in the fall of the 
year when there was lots of chestnut mast, they’d go in the chestnut 
country. The dogs’d find a sign and they’d take the bear’s trail and 
go roost ’im through and start fighting ’im. Sometimes they’d make 
the bear climb a tree and they’d have to ‘go and shoot ’im out, 

4 / ' but lots of times Re’d keep fighting [the dogs]. 

j My mother \yould go a’ coon hunting With them. She got up many \ 

> ' a time at fivRdr six o’clock to .go hunting. They’d fry some eggs, 
cook some meat, eat some Bread, arid make some coffee. Then they’d 
""" take the dogs, and if they treed a coo|i they’d cut, the tree down. ' 4 < 
[The coons’dj always .be in a hole because it was broad daylight •/ 
and my mother would hold the dogs to keep them from under the 
’ tree. After the tree fell down, she’d turn thefn loose and they’d 
. - run in arid catch the coons. ' 

Mammy had her own hogs. In her later years* we got so that we 
> / didn’t want her to go off by herself, but when she caught us gone 

off from home or anywhere, jshe’d get her some corn and slip off / 
and go herself. She was about ninety-one years old When she last/ 
went. She had an old sow back in the rhountains [with] pigs, and 
my mother wanted to go feed ..them. She went up across that mdun- ' 
tain — and it was about two miles to the top of it, a rough, high 
mountain — and she came to a campgrofind. There was a game 
warden out’ there, a feller called Coffee. Well, he come along (she 
was a-sittin’ on the bank a’restin’), and he got acquainted with her. 

• He told her to get in the car arid he’d take her to eat dinner [w 7 ith 
him] and then he’d take her home. And he did. We kept her guarded 
after that and wouldn’t let her go alone to the mountains. 
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(l I was born about seven miles from here going out. [Highway] 
64, but at that tune there wasn t a good road.. You went down through 
Wallace Gap and a little old path went down and across Nantahala 
River and off into an old cleared-off field where Sam Valentine had 
built a log house.. When my daddy went to logging after that house 
e was vacated, he made a logging camp out of it. That’s where I was 
born, right- there in the Roan Bottom almost on the bank of the 
Nantahala River, I’ve spent most of my life through these mountains 
; here. • ' V , * ‘ . ' ' ' 

Our old homcplace was about, a couple of miles right up on the 
head ot the creek. We would fasten, up the house and leave it as 
long as we was in the logging camp. When Daddy would get through 

with that job, why, he’d come back ti[l he’d get another,’ then we’d 

move to the camp. He logged practically all of his life, especially 
after he and my mother were married/ I don’t know how long it 
was after they got married that he kept this job o,f selling Singer 
sewing machines, but not too long. He just liked to log better [than 
’* anything else], he said. 

My daddy would take a contract of logging and he would put 
1 - U P a camp. My mother would cook for the men. [Daddy] boarded 
the men, and he d hire them to work. My mother kept us children 
and at that time she had. Grover, Mary^ and Ed. They were older 
than me. I was the fourth child. There were sik of us all together, 
four boys and two girls. ‘ " ! \ " 

- 1 We had it pretty tough coming up in the cabin where I was born. 
My father had a camp built out ofdogs and used poles for rafters. 

I don’t think that cabin had any lumber in it at all. It had a big 
rock chimney and they’d get up a lot of big wood and keep a big 
fire in there. Daddy had the, kitchen partitioned off, and all the rest 
~ of it was just a big hying room where we all stayed. Daddy had a 
little place built for the men to sleep, but we’d all eat at the same 
table. The work hands that he hired had them a little shack to them- 
selves. ‘ . 

• There was one section he logged that was a pretty big territory 
'and I guess it took him from two to three years to log that out, J 
When he finished [logging] he just went off and left [the camp]. 
There was some old people that lived in that old camp for years 
and years after he’d left. There’d be [people’ who] had hogs and 
cattle back in the- mountains- and they’d use it for a camp* They’d 
go there and spend a night or two while they rounded up their 
sheep, hogs, and cattle, and salted and looked after them. 
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v That was virgin timber [that we cut] then, and they vouldrwtTooT, 
with anything under twenty-four inches; they’d want it to\be two 
foot or better. He wouldn’t fool with it back then if it wasri’t very „ 
.fine timber. He’d have some logs that w’ould have as much as s^ven 
or eight hundred feet to the log. ^ 

The cattle would jiuist drag them out to the mill. Daddy never 
did use anything but the cattle. He never would use none of them 
cars, carts, or nothing, but just let them cattle drag the logs straight 
through to the mill.. He’would use three yoke — two steers to the 
yoke — that was. six oxen to a team. They would get them out by 
hooking together anywhere from two to five logs. ,, 

He logged all out here all up and down Nantahala River.. They 
built a big splash dam out there. The way they built -them back in 
them days was with logs and rock. They used some lumber in ’em, 
not a whole lot. See, they’d build them big pens an’ fill ’em with 
rock an’ sand an’ dirt. They built ’em so they’d hold that water 
up. Then they had a splash gate at the apron of that dam that they 
could raise or lower. When they’d lower it, that shut the water off 
and that dam would fill up. If they got a big batch of logs in the 
river, they’d let the splash off and the water’d come dojwn and pick 
the logs up and carry ’em down through Nantahala Gorge and on 
to Nantahala Station. They had a mill there and that’s where they 
took, the logs out and sawed ’em. They had a kind of a boom built 
out there where the river leveled off; and they had cables and things 
fixed to stop the logs. 

'My daddy put in a slide on the Big Branch. They had landings 
to land the logs on. The day they were going to open the splash 
gate of the dam, they’d grease the slide. And the crew of men’d 
go up and dump them logs, roll them logs off the landings into 
that slide. The logs’d hit that slide, and it was like a greased bullet, 
boys, they wpnt sh-ploog into that river. They’d put thousands of 
logs in, and the splash would pick ’em right up and take ’em right 
on down to the station. And there they got ’em out and sawed 
’em into lumber, and I imagine it was shipped out from there to 
different points. 

They had crews that when they turned these splashes loose, would 
drive the river and hunt for logjams. There were several men that 
would ride them logs right down through there, and if there was 
a jam, why, they broke it loose. They’d just pick and prise ’em 
loose with them peaveys — them big hooks they’d have. They’d break 
them jams loose an’ get ’em started on. It was dangerous work, 
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hurt. They was pretty skill-ful men, and they knew how to take care 
of themselves. \ 

$. i 

When the hired hands were working in the Roan Bottom where 
I was born, [my father] paid them fifty cents a day plus board. A 
day then was ten Hours right out on the job. I remember hearing 
him say when they went to the Tate Cove, he got a little more 
money on the thousand for his logging, and he paid them seventy- 
five cents a day plus board. That was considered a good job. They 
was glad to get it. The loggers were good, honest, hard-working 
men, and they’d work hard all day long to get that seventy-five 
cents a day arid-hoard. „ .» j 4 

[My father didn’t saw the logs], there was always another outfit 
who got the contract for doing the sawing. All my daddy dohe was 
to cut the timber in the wopds and log it out to the sawmill, and 
he was done with it. He was paid so much a thousand [feet] on it 
then. 

I can remember my mother cooking for the hands. Daddy had 
several timber cutters and everything, and there’d be about sixteen 
to eighteen men. Sometimes they’d get somebody to stay with her 
to help her cook. There was a man cook, Mark Smith, and he stayed 
there and helped her. He was a good cook. When they’d be too 
far out for the men to come in for dinner and I’d got up big enough 
so that I could go help, [my sister] Mary, Mark Smith, me, and 
my mammy would pack all the food in buckets and pails and get 
the plates and the knives and forks and spoons and everything, 
and we’d take dinner out there. We’d go way on the Tate Branch 
where they were working and eat dinner, and afterward we’d put 
up all of our eating plates, spoons, forks, and everything, and bring 
them home and we’d wash and clean them after w6 got back to 
camp. 


' When we were in them camps we just played around and messed 
about, and when we got big enough, we’d fish. When we got up 
bigger we’d squirrel hunt some. Later on when [Daddyf got a job 
and we were oldest we’d stay at home with Mammy and we’d make 
a crop. We’d raise corn*; 4 beans, potatoes, and everything like that. 
We always kept a lot, of hogs. You could raise hogs then, back in 
these mountains. I know one fail we got up our killing hogs and 
had some men come and kill them for us. Daddy was a’workin’ on 
a job and they come and killed twenty-seven at one time. We cut 
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them up and salted them down. We Had a great Big smokehouse 
and it didn't have no floor in it, it just had shelves. We would just 
salt that meat down on the shelves, and we’d have plenty to eat. 

Daddy always kept a milk cow and wo did kill a big beef every 
fall. Then there was no such thing as processing meat and there 
wasn’t no deep freeze to put it in. We had that smokehouse, and 
we'd kill a big steer and just hang it in that smokehouse, and the 
beef would hang there all winter until we ate it up. It was cold 
enough [in the wintertime] to keep, and we never put salt or nothing- 
on it, and it would dry out. In the spring of the year, when it did 
begin to get a little warm in the middle of February or tfie first of 
March, if we had any Ibeef] left,' we would get it down and help 
my mother cut it in thin slices. Then she’d put it 'on sticks and. 
hang it up in tfie smokehouse and soon.it would dry. She’d- sack 
that up like dried fruit or beans, and w r hen she_ wanted a n$bss — 
say, if she wanted some beef tomorrow — she’d take if down tonight 
and put it in a big dishpan and pour some warm water in i^ and 
let it soak overnight. The next morning it would be pliant, and it 
was the best-tasting beef, a whole lot better than this frozen beef. 
It was good. It was just plain dried beef, not jerky. 

We would' never sell no ham meat. We always ate on the shoulders 
and the middlin’s on up until the spring of the year, then we’d 
eat our hams. That was our favorite meat. We kept plenty of chickens, 
we had plenty of ham meat, eggs, milk, and butter. We always kept 
bees* we had honey. - ... — 

We’d make a big crop of cane, and we’d make syrup. Daddy had, 
an eighty-gallon syrup barrel and we’d make enough cane to fill 
_ that syrup barrel, and that’d do us for -a year. They’d start making 
syrup in the latter part of September or October. We’d get our 
barrelful made, and we’d just set it on the back porch, and when 
we wanted syrup we’d just go out and draw out a can- or a pailful. 

*Daddv would send some of the work hands or Grover and Ed, 
my two older brothers [to get Food for the logging camp]. They 
would come over to the farm and they’d shell up a lot of corn 
and take it to the mill to get a lot of meal ground. We never raised 
too much wheat — we’d raise some — -but we’d go down to this place 
in Franklin called the Roller Mill. They’d go there and get several 
hundred pounds of flour, enough to do maybe two or three weeks 
or a monthJat a time. Then we’d have all this meat salted down, 
/ and they would load up w-hat they thought it would take to do them 
j for a week or two^ 'and they would also bring dried fruit, beans, 
potatoes, and onions, and everything that we raised. We raised most 
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of the food that he fed those men.- 'MW d buy some coffee and sugar 
and maybe a case of salmon fish v aiii|he’d get them for ten cents 
v a can. - '*«*&»* 

We got to go to school some. W^e’d fiav^^ld^r-months’ school - - 
and we’d get to go to that school. We’d start h®&nd go till it came 
time to pull fodder, and then we’d have to stop out- then - and cut 
them tops and pull the fodder. That was the only wayjhjat we had 
of feeding the stock in the wintertime. We had to cut up feed with 
a pocket knife ./The only way that we had to sort of keep the" land 
— - — built up was by sowing rye when we got through with the fodffesF*® 36 * 
topping and everything. We had to take a plow and go over an T^- ~ 
dig that ground up and do what we called chopping that rye in ,*« 
and you just about hoed that whole field. - \ 

There was a whole lot to do when I was growing , up. When I 
got up to where I could, I did a whole lot of the tending to the 
cattle in the summertime. We had TO feed the hogs and things in 
the mountains and tend to ’em, and we’d take them a little corn 
t and salt and stuff every week or two to keep ’em gentle. If we just 
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/ f let the hogs go all year long, they just went wild, and you’d have 
j to dog ’em and tie ’em and drive* ’em in, but the other way vie 
kept ’em gentle. I kept them so that I could keep bells on ’em. I d — ~ 
come along up through the trail up here and if they were on the 
4 other mountain or back on this mountain, why, I could hear that - 
bell and call to them. They’d come running and. a’squealing from 
as far as«they could hear me. 

When I got old enough I got a job and worked. I’ve worked in 
logging .camps a sight. Helped my father 4o a lot of logging. I did 
what they called swamping or roading; I’d go ahead and trim out 
a road for him, and then Daddy’d come along with three yoke of . 4' 

" cattle. I’d trim out the bushes and everything before he would go- 
up a holler and get what Iog$ that were up there. I worked many 
a day with my daddy. , * 

I love to fish and hunt. I’d squirrel hunt, coon hunt, and everything 
like that. I can remember the first *on that I ever helped kiH. Grady, 
my brother, and me told my daddy that" we wanted to go down to 
McKenzie Cove and Swap Branch and possum hunt. “Well,” Daddy- -* 
said, “you’d better take an ax, there might be a coon.” We come 
down there to what we called the Spruce Pine Branchf and we heard 
our dogs, old Rock and Con, strike. They went to trailing right 
up that branch way up toward the head of it, and they treed [a 
coon]. We went up there and he was treed up a small, grubby oak. 

The moon was a shining, and we could tell that there wa,s a hole' , 

» that tree. There was an old boy with us, Theo Riddle, and we 
cut the tree down and the dogs ran in and that coon stayed in the 
hole. .The dogs j us t kept ajbayin’ and a’barkin’ at it. We didn't know 
what it was — that was the fijrst coon that we’d ever caught; We shined 
the lantern in there and w^ seen it&head. Well, we’d seen our daddy 
brings in coons, so we knew what it was thenf / 

“Boy,” we said, “we’vej got us a coon and we ca^’t. let him get 
away.” We cut the hole big enough so that one of the dogs could 
stick his head in there, and here [the dog] come with it. 1 

Theo Riddle, the big boy that was with us, .said, “I’m a’goin’ to . 1 
stomp it. He started to stomp it an3 it reached up and got him ' 
right in the calf of the l*dg, just laid it’s tushes right jn there — the . , 
dogs jerked it loose but ijt was a bad gash there. 

And then he said, “Bo|s, is a cfWned coon’s tooth poison?” We 
all laughed about Theo’|s ^wantin’yto know if a cooh’s tooth was 1 
.poison. . ' ' . j ,1 * . j\ I 

l ,'l I went by myself [cojorf hunting^ and the coons’d go in a hole j 
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under. a cliff.- I’d -get me some dry stuff', kindling and shavings, and 
build a fire there right in the. mouth, of that hole. I’d gefcit to burning 
good and get a bunch- of dry leaves and stuff and push it back in 
the hole and shut the air off. He’d start snortin’ and a’-coughin’ 
and here he’d come. I'd just knock that brush out of the way and 
when he comefbut, the dogs would grab him, and I'd have a coon 
fight. I have had as many as two or three come out of one hole. 
Coons were good meat and [they’re] still pretty plentiful. A coon 
wants fresh meat— it won’t eat anything that’s been dead a long 
time, but an old possum, all he wants is dead meat. A ground hog 
is one of the cleanest wild meats there is ’cause all he ea\s is vegeta- 
tion. They ate my squash last year with me a-trying to trap and 
kill them. Now a squirrel don’t eat nothing but vegetation. He just 
eats the acorns, hickory nuts, the buds- on the trees, and berries. 

Sometimes after we’d get all the loggmg-camp chores done,, we’d 
go fishing. We’d get out there and we’d fish .in. the river and go 
u.p the branches. One day we" went out fishing up the Tate Branch 
.and it come up a big windstorm, and it^blowed a big hemlock tree 
down. This hemlock was forked and we washout on a slide that 
Daddy had built for thenf logs to come down. I was standing along 
on the slide and my mammy was fishing the creek, and that big 
hemlock fell and just come right down over me, one prong on one 
side of me and the other on the other side of me. If that limb had 
a’hit me, why, it would have just crushed me, but I just barely es- 
caped. I got out of there and we really went to the house then! 

I can tell you about [my mother] catching a big fish one time. 
We was a’camping there at the White Oak Bottom and there was 
a hole that we called-The Footlog Hole there in the river, and the 
footlog crossed it. It come up a pretty good shower of rain and 
the river was a’cdming down a little dingy. At that time there was 
some chubs in the river, that was these little horny heads. Some 
of us caught one and m| mother said, “I want that chub’s head to 
catch me a big rainbow trout.” None of us had a knife, she laid 
it down and got her a sharp-edged rock and cut it off back behind 
the head. She put that big chub’s head on her hook and she throwed 
it. She had a long line and when she throwed it, it came a floating 
down there. We seen it stop and I seen it a’startin’ to pull off, 
and she pulled him and here she come with him. She had a nineteen- 
inch rainbow trout and she drug him right out on the sandbar and 
landed him. That’s tfjie first one I’ve ever seen caught on a chub’s 
’head. ■ [ * 

Then we was a’fisliing again and we was out there camped out 
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and we’d caught some Jfish. It’d come up a rain and we knowed- 
where there was a big fish on Kimsey Creek, and I’d been trying / 
to catch him all summer. He’d get a hook in there and he wouldn’t 
bite them. He wouldn’t take a hold. There was a little branch there 
and we went there and found a spring lizard. We hooked that spring 
lizard on and went back out and throwed the hook in and it 'came 
out a little way and we seen it stop. I started down the bank with 
it, and I yanked and I had a nineteen-inch rainbow trout. He had 
[already eaten] a big chub and three crawfish — one big one and 
two small ones. You could see that big crawfish’s tail a ’sticking down 
here in his throat and he still bit that lizard. He was worse than 
greedy. 

It is different fishing now from what it was [back then]. Why, 
then three or four or five of us would bunch up and we’d make 
up our rations and go camping. We’d take bread, meat, and potatoes, 
and onions, and stuff like that to cook. Then we’d get out there 
and catch them fish, and we’d clean them and bring them back to 
the camp and fry ’em and we’d have plenty of fish to eat. Sometimes 
after we’d do all the fishing' that we wanted to do, we’d get out 
and salt our cattle and sheep or hunt up 'the hogs and give them 
some corn and salt. Sometimes we’d turn the dog<s loose^and have 
a cat race and kill a wildcat. __ 

There used to b^. a hotel og 4 rffiex£_thFdugh the Wallace Gap. 
That was on old Highway 64, and old man Bob Porter built a summer 
house out there and he’d keep boarders. My mammy and me, we’d 
go and fish and we could catch ’em and fake them down there and 
them boarders (we called them lowlanders), they’d pay us a cent 
apiece for ’em. I know one time we went and fished the Long Branch 
and Mammy caught a hundred and seventy-five. She’d catch them 
and just^ hold them out to me, and I’d take them off the hook and 
I’d string ’em. We took them down to the hotel and them boarders 
were' glad to get ’em.* They. give us a dbllar and seventy-five cents 
for our fish and then they wanted us to clean them, so we told 
them* that we had toffia#e the same amount to clean them for ’em. 
They give us a cent apiece to clean them and we made three dollars 
and a half that day. We thought we were really in the money then. 

■ Fishing was. great back then. 

You could just go around them little streams and look over in a 
Tittle pool there in a hole^ where it would poun over [the rocks], 
/ and you could see them a’darting everywhere. You could put a little 
redworm on your hook and drop it over in there, and when ir hit 
the water, a fish would grab it. Mammy would pull it out and hold 
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it out to me and I’d take it off and^ rebait her hook. Why, she would 
catch from six to ten out of one oTHhose little holes and then just 
move down to another hole. [They were] speckled trout. At that 
time that was all the fish that was there. The Nantahala River was 
just full of speckled trout. ) 

When Porter had that hotel, three men came out of Athens, Geor- 
gia [to vacation here]. They were professors — Payne, McGruder, 
and DeBois — and they’d come there along up in June and July, 
generally. They’d hire me to go and stay with them. I was their 
guide. I’d take them over these mountains and we’d go to Standing 
Indian, to the Ridge Pole, Pickens Nose, ^Albert Mountain, up to 
Foster Top, to Rock Knob, to Buck Knob, Fern Mountain, Buzzard 
Knob, Dull Knob, and just different places. We’d plan out different 
place every day and we’d fish two days out of every week. Just catch 
enough fish to fry for one meal. Most of the time, we would go 
from the hotel and back every night. I’d come on home and spend 
the night and then go back the next morning. .They’d always fix a 
lunch, and' sometimes they’d have Mrs. Porter — that was old man \ 
Bob Porter’s wife — fix us up some grub and we’d go out and spend 
a night or two at a. time back in them mountains. They paid me a 
dollar a day, and I had the best job of anybody in this whole section 
here at that time. That job would usually last about three months, 
and they’d give me a dollar a day for the guide to go jvith them. 

My father was tickled about my job. Sometimes he wouldn’t have 
no logging job and money was hard to come by and I’d always 
give about my week’s wages. I’d turn it over to them and let them 
use it to help feed the family.. 

There was lots of fruit then, lots of June apples arid sweet apples, 
and I could take a half a bushel across the mountain and some of . 
'them people would buy them. They loved to get them apples. They’d 
give^me fifty cents for a half bushel of apples. That was a load of 
money. , 

Lots of times when I wouldn’t take those three professors, there’d 
be some boys and girls and I’d take them ^’hunting. There’d oe 
as many as four, five, or six of ’em and they’d bunch up and I’d , 
take them to the Standing Indian, Yellow Mountain, Buck Knob, 
Rock Knob, or Pickens Nose. They’d get a big kick out of that. 
Sometimes they’d camp, but most of the time they’d just take lunch 
and eat dinner and come back in. Sometimes [the boys’] mammy 
and* daddy would come to me and have me take therh out a’huntin’; 
squirrel huntin’ or a’pheasant hdntin’, turkey huntin’, or something. 
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I’d take them and I’d let them do whatever they wanted to do . If 
they wanted to turkey hunt, we’d turkey hunt, If they wanted to 
pheasant hunt, we’d pheasant hunt. And if they wanted to squirrel 
hunt, we’d go. It .wasn’t no trouble then to kill six, eight, and ten 
squirrels in a little bit in the late evening or of an early morning. 

When I come up, one way that we had of making money was 
y getting a team and hauling telephone poles and crossties to- the 
railroad. This was just an old dirt road down through here then, 
and in the wintertime it was just axle deep—you just 'had to drag 
a wagon to Franklin and back. We’d load on from ten to fifteen 
crossties and take them down to the railroads and we’d sell them. 
Mark Dowdle was the one who bought them ’crosstieis. We’d get 
out telephone poles when, the chestnut timber was here. We’d cut 
them telephone poles anywhere from twenty-two to forty-five foot 
long. We’d put them on a wagon and haul them to Franklin to 
the railroad.. . : 

The Tallulah Falls Railroad came into Franklin at. that. lime. When 
they got a carload of poles they’d load them and ship them out. 
That was a year-round job, just anytime that you could get the poles 
or crossties. I cut lots of my own chestnut poles, but generally some- 
body would t hew them crossties and get ’em out*, and I would haul 
’em. It was fifty or seventy-five cents apiece we’d get for them, and 
we’d generally go halvers on them. • 

You just .can’t hardly name^nothing, any kind of work that went- 
on, but that I’ve done some of it. There used to be a big boom 
for. isinglass — we always called it mica — and lots of people would 
come in here from everywhere [to hunt for it]. You could find little 
outcroppings of it, and we’d dig down and it’d play out and there 
w|juldn’t }5e nothing. Down here onlotla they found a fnica mine 
and it really did pay off. They got thousands and thousands of dol- 
lars’ worth of mica out of thkt. It finally got so deep and the water 
come in so bad — and they didn’t have sufficient pumps at that time — 
[that] they just disbanded it. They say it’s just about filled up now 
■ with everybody’s trash that tpey dumped in there. I,t was just a shaft 
that went down in the earth 

That was one in ! a ‘'thousand that you’d get any mica that was 
worth anything. You’d find a little outcropping, and you’d go there 
and dig there a month or two thinking that there was going to be 
something there- that you could sell, and directly it would pinch 
out to nothing. I done lots of that myself. There would be people 
come in (I knew where lots, of thesedittle prospects was), and they’d 
say, “You take me and show me the Thorn Mountain Mirie, or the 
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old Glass Mine, or the one on Sassafras Ridge, or the one on Forester 
Mountain,” and I knew where all those old prospects was. They’d 
give me five dollars to go and show them and it generally would 
take a half dav to a day. I’d go and show it to them and that was 
the last of tftat. They’d look around a little bit and- say, “Well, we 
may be back and try to open it up and see if there’s anything,” 
but nine times out of ten 1 would never see them anymore. Then 
another crew would come through and it would be the same thing. 
Sometimes I’d get to show them four or five in a week. And every 
prospect that I showed them, I got five dollars for it. 

This was in about 1930, ’33. and ”33, wiled there was a Great 
Panic [the Depression], Thai was when that mica was a big boom 
and everybody was trying to^find it to get some work, to get some 
money, for thete wasn’t nothing that they could get no money frond 
I found one little prospect, my mother and me. We’d fished a while 
in Long Branch, and then we’d turned and come up White Branch 
and fished up White Branch, and she said, “We’ll just go right on 
up and get up on White Ridge and go up the White Gap, and there’s 
a trail there and we’ll take that trail to the Rock Gap and go home.” 
We was a’coming up out of there and we found an outcropping 
of mica. Tfi-ere was great-big pieces as big.as your two hands just 
a’sticking out of the ground. We come in the next morning, my 
brother and me and another boy. We took our dinner and we went 
-r: back antHvent-fo work and we got out about three or four o’clock. 
We’d took us some tow sacks and we had all that we could pack 
out. We all got a load and loaded it up and fetched it in and went 
back and worked the next day and went down. It was a’going straight 
down in the ground and it pinched out. The last thing wis a big 
block, the best big block that we got. I guess it would have weighed 
ten or fifteen pounds, but there was some rough places in it and 
... it wasn’t all pure salable mica. We got that block out, fetched it 
in, and I sorta trimmed it up. I took it to town and sold it and 
that was the most I ever got out of mica. I got twenty-seven dollars 
for what we got out jn two days. 

We still wasn’t satisfied, so when they was a’building [Highway 
• 64] up here on the mountain’, I told old man Frank Dakis about 

it. He was the contractor and I was aVorkin’ for him. “Well,” he 
^said, “I’ll tell you, Jake, I’ll furnish you the dynamite and let you 
have a churndrill and you and your brother go out there and churn- 
drill a hole down about fifteen or twenty feet.” Two people would 
get ahold of that churndrill and it would just keep pounding down. 
We took a twenty-five-foot churndrill, and we drilled a hole down 
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about eighteen feet. We put about twenty sticks of dynamite down 
in there and matched it off, and it just turned the ridge wrong side 
outward and there wasn’t a thing in the world besides dirt- — there 
wasn’t a speck of mica down in there. ' , \ 

About all the amusement and entertainment that we had was, 
the first thing in the fall of the year we’d pick the beans and we’d 
have as many as ten to fifteen bushels. They’d carry them in and 
just pour them out right in the middle of the house, and a crowd 
would gather in and we’d have a bean stringing. We’d get the beans 
done and then we’d have somebody there with a banjo and fiddle, 
and we’d start that music up and dance the rest of the night. We 
danced big ring and straight old buck danced. We’.d have a big 
time. 

Then we’d have corn shuckings. I’d get my corn gathered and 
have it throwed up under my cribshed and we’d ask in ten or fifteen 
men to come, and we’d start/ in along late in the evening along 
toward night and shuck corn. T^jae women would bunch in and help 
get supper . Lots of times we’d have mutton and pork, and they’d 
■bake up a sight of stuff. They’d have chicken and dumplings, punkin’ 
custards and apple pies, beans, and all kinds of sweet bread. We’d, 
have plenty* to eat. Sometimes we’d have a jug. We’d get a gallon 
jug or sometimes it would be a two-gallon jug of corn whiskey. 
We’d put it back against the wall about the middle of that pile of 
corn, and when we got [the corn] shucked out, why then, we’d pass 
it around until we’d all drunk all that we wanted. Then we’d start 
in and fiddle and dance the* rest of the might. 

Sometimes when one was going to have new ground cleared up, 
he’d call it a log rolling and ask in some hands, and we’d all gather 
in and bring our hooks and spikes and everything.; We’d cut and 
roll them logs all together .and burn ’em.' I’ve seem as many as ten 
to fifteen men at a log rolling, rolling and burning logs. We’d clear 
that up, plow it, and plant it in corn and beans. Then in the fall 
of the year when that corn had tassled out, about the time it shedded 
its tassle, we’d sow it in turnips, and there would be a whole moun- 
tainside of big turnips sitting there just as fresh and tender, not a 
worm or nothing about them because of that new ground. When 
they burned [the timber] off of the land, it tkilled the germs. They 
. still call it the good old days, and I guess it was. We had plenty 
of everything in the world but money. Money was hard to , come 
bv. 



PLATE 3 A view from the Waldrbops’ yard. 


If you don’t know and understand these mountains, you can get 
lost in ’em and won’t know how to go. I never [got lost] but one 
time. Me and some boys went off the head of Kimsey Creek and 
went down Little Buck Creek and went up on Big Buck Creek, and 
the dogs struck a cat I reckon or something. Anyway, they trailed 
out to the. Yellow Mountain, and when we got on the top of Yellow 
Mountain, why it was a’sleeting, a’raining, and snowing, and the 
wind was a’blqwing. It was the roughest time that I ever saw. The 
fog shut down and we couldn’t tell nothing and couldn’t see a thing 
in the world. We just wandered around and around and around 
there. Finally we found an old big hollow chestnut tree, and we 
got some dry stuff out of it and got a fire started. We just dragged 
up everything and we had a big roaring fire, and if you get one 
hot enough you can burn nearly anything. We stomped around there 
until daylight 'and when it come daylight, why., the fog was still down 
so bad that we had to feel for one another. 

We was a’walking back and forth on the top of the ^mountain. 
There was a boy with us, Laurence Beck, and he said, “Right here 
is these three chestnut trees. If you’ll look now there’s five corncobs. 
Me and Uncle Charlie fed his old sows right here at these trees.” 
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Well, we got to looking and a’raking around there and we found - 
the five corncobs and we knew he was right. 

“Now,” I said, “Laurence, do you have any idea which a way . you 

"went?*'*'""' • •-*.•- — : " " ; 

“Now,’.’ he said, “let’s see. There’s a big oak. When we fed those 
sows, we went right out the top just a little piece and there was 
the biggest oak tree that you’ve ever seen a’standmg on the top 
of the mountain.” 

“Well,”/J[ said, “you go back that way and I’ll go this way.” I 
said, “You said it wasn’t too far.” 

And he said. “It’s not over a’ hundred y^rds either way to that 
big; oak tree. If we find the oak tree and. keep to the top of the 
mountain, that’ll take us ^n to the Brush Gap.” 

So I turned out one way, the way that I thought maybe might 
be right, and sure enough, there was that big oak tree. I hollered 
and told them to' come on back and, said, “There’s that big oak 
tree. * - 

And [Laurence] said, “That’s the tree and we want to go right^ 
on this way.” We could sort of tell we was a’following the top of 
-the- -mountain, and we went on down and down and by the time 
we got into the Brush Gaps theTog' ^had“hegan--t©--go..up..a.iit.de.^iL; 
and we could tell where we was a’going. There was an old trail 
that cut back and went out to the head of Kimsey Creek apd there 
was an old stock camp that we was a’staying in, and we went to 
that camp. Allen Dills was with us, but we left his daddy at the 
camp that night— said he was a’gettin’ old and he'd not go a’coon 
huntin’ with us. When we got back to the camp,, we ate. 

Allen had left us on the Yellow Mountain. [He’d] said, “Ya’Il 
can go any way that you want,” and said, “Tm a’going this a’way.” 
“Well,” I said, “I’m a’going. the way Laurence says.” 

He saicl, “ft ain’t right, but me and Pa will come and hunt you.” 
So we got to the camp and we stayed in the camp. It was just a 
qold drizzle all day, but along about three or four o’clock it began 
to lighten up a little bit. ^ 

I told them, “Allen’s never come. We’d better get out and holler 
and shoot ..guns, and see. what’s happened to him, He’ll freeze to 
death if he has to stay out in the mountains again and with nothing 
to eat.” o' 

Vance said, “You and Laurence wait here and give me and Harley 
time to go to the Deep Gap.” That was at the head of Kimsey Creek. 
He said, “It’ll take us about an hour to go to the Deep Gap. We’ll 
go there and holler and yell, and see if we can’t hear him or nothing. 
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If we’re not back in tin hour, you and Laurence go to the top of 
Yellow Mountain ’’—Mljiat’s where we’d left Aliens — “and see if you 
can hear anything. ” We waited just about an hour, and we looked 
-and seen them a’coining. Allen was in front and* they was a’corning 
just a’stepping right diown the trail. • / 

[Allen] said, “I werjit to one camp and I got there in the hga^l 
of Big Buck Creek an|d every way that I started, I’d come back to 
that stock camp thebe'. I walked around Little itnob there, I bet I 
walked around it a, Hundred times. I just looked , up there and I 
seen this light place and I said to myself, ‘I’m a’going to pull up 
there to that light place.’ ” He pulled up to that light place and 
he still didn’t know where he was at, but he said to himself, “I’m 
just a’going to go through and cross right down the branch. ”*Tfe 
.went through the Water Oak Gap and through the branch and it 
fetched him to what we called the Tallulah River at the Will Standby 
camps. When he came to them camps, he realized where he was 
and he knowed he had to turn back and go up. So he turned back 
and took the trail to what they call the Steeps. Vance and Harley 
said that when they got in the Deep Gap and hollered, he was up 
over the top and it just took hfm a few minutes . to climb out to 
them in the Deep Gap, and- they fetched him back to camp. That’s 
about the only time that I can sa'yTve. eYer got lost., I knew where 
I was, but I just couldn’t see which way to go to get off of there. 

I got a call one time from an old feller, Dave Guffey, He lived 
out there on Nantahala at Will McGuire’s place, and they had some 
sheep up there on the Trough Branch and Moore Creek. In the 
spring of the year they’d turn, the ewes and the lambs out up there. 
He sent , me word to bring my cat dogs and come, that the cats 
was a’killing their lambs. We went and I stayed all night with him, 
and we come back up the next morning to the Wallace Gap and 
got in the Appalachian Trail and we walked around the trail and 
got right in there in front of the Barnard Cove. I had a little black 
hound and I called him Ross arid he w j as an awful good cat dog. I 
saw him run straight down to the head of Barnard Cove. Them 
sheep was just all around him, and I seen him jump up on a big 
rock and he began to twftch his tail. I said, “Hold'on, Dave, I believe 
Ross smells him.” Old Ross throwed up his head and squawled a 
.time or two and jumped down. The others began to fall in with 
him and they trailed that cat right down across Moore Creek and 
out through Rattlesnake Gap and in toward Thorn Mountain grid 
come back and went through the Big Stomp and turned down Rough 
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Fork. Went down the Dry Stand Ridge right down into the forks 
of Rough Forks on Wayah. 

I heard them jump him. I cou^d tell because they really began 
to let the yell out. Dave was w 7 ith me, and he said there was a den 
right out there, and I said, “Dave, they’ve got him jumped.” ] 

And he said, “I’m going to go out to the den. They always come 
and go in there under that cliff, and you couldn’t get ’em out.” 

“Well,” I said, “I’ll stand right here, they seem to be a’coming.” 

I could just barely hear them a’coming closer and they were a’coming 
straight toward me. There’ was a little old path that went down 
/hat ridge, and directly I looked, down' about a hundred feet and I 
seen that old cat a’coming. He was just a’loping and them dogs 
wasn’t over fifty to seventy-five yards behind him. He was just a’keep- 
ing his distance from them. He run right up and I .throwed my 
gun in his face when he got up to about forty or fifty yards, I waited 
until he came up about twenty steps of me and I said, “Where are 
you a’goin’?” and he just kind of rared back and I let him have a 
whole, load of shot right in the face and killed him. 

We skinned him. Them dogs’d eat the meat,' every bite of that 
cat, if you cut it up and fed it to ’em. We cut into its stomach and 
there was just one piece of meat in it and he had just sucked the 
blood from them lambs. When they killed one, they would cover 
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it up with leaves but you could always see where they had raked 
up that little pile of leaves. I don’t know why they would do that 
but they would, for a cat when he killed anything he’d' eat it right 
then or get the blood. He never would go back to the carcass. 

It was a bobcat. Back then when there was plenty of lambs an^ 
pigs and things for them to eat, I’ve knowed them to get up as 
big as thirty-five pounds. That was about as big a one as I’Ve eyer 
killed. They’d put up a good race. You could get a big kick out of 
hearing a pack of hounds a’coming and a’yelling down on one of 
them. 

I knowed of [a cat] one time killing twenty-four lambs in one 
night. I caught him, the next day. My brother come after me and I 
turned the dogs in on him. He was in on the Pine Mountain. He 
must have heard the dogs oh his trail ’cause he got up in the Slipping 
Head and he went out at the head of Pork Creek and went down 
Little Buck and in Big Buck Creek, and in a big laurel there they 
—calighL him When they fetched him ouL_we_ skinned_hirm and-cut — 
him up; he didn’t have a bite of meat in him. He just had blood, 
a pint or a pint and a half of blood in his stomach. They had great 
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big old tushes and they were mean. They’d kill pigs. When they 
killed a pig, they just cut him into the middle. 

I never was [afraid when I was cat hunting], it never did bother 
me a bit in this world. I hunted over every bit of Nantahala and 
[I’d] build me up a fire, and sit there till daylight till I could see 
how. to shoot hinrout. In most of my hunting back then, we didn’t 
have no such thing as a Flashlight. We just had to cut [the tree] 
down |br build a fire and mind hiin up there till daylight and shoot 
hipa-eut.. .*■ - * 

My wife was a Nicholson, Bertha Nicholson, and she was raised 
Tallulah- River- in- Georgia, at Tate City. I got to going 
over there and g6t acquainted with her, and [her family] finally 
moved up here to v Macon County. Pretty soon after they moved, I 
went to the state of Washington. j 

There was a bunch of us in nineteen and twelve that went to 
Washington State. There was ten of us from down here at Franklin 
and two or three from Clayton. That TF Railroad came in here 
then ? so we went to Atlanta and all bought our tickets foV Sedro 
Woolley, Washington. That’s going up the Skagit River from Seattle 
going^right on up north under Mountain Baker. You could look 
up there and see snow on Mountain Baker the year round — if stayed 
frqze over: That. timber line went up to that snow and it stopped® 

there. • 

Now, I was the oldest one in the bunch [I was around twenty- 
five and] I was the only one that was of age. They wouldn’t let 
the others go in the saloons, and they couldn’t get no beer and 
whiskey. I’d have to go in and buy ‘it and they’d let us take it on 
the train. We’d, take her right on in the coach with us. We’d go 
back in the smoker somewheres, open us a bottle of beer, and drink 
‘all we wanted to. It was against the rules for them to get into the 
saloon. I had to do all the purchasing. We was on the road ten 
days and nights a’gettin’ from Franklin to Seattle, Washington. 
Sometimes we’d set on the siding half a night or half a day at a 
time waiting for ’em to patch up a trestle to where we could get 
through. , 

We all got jobs and went to work and in the time of it, I’d con- 
tracted measles. Somebody at Franklin had the measles, so I come 
dow n with the' measles. We was there for the Dempsy Lumber Com- 
pany, workin’. I took sick on Saturday evening. I was sick Sunday, 
and Monday mornin’ I was still sick. That old camp foreman, he 
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cut loose, “Roll up or roll out.” Thjft meant if you had a pillow 
or anv/^over, you rolled that up and carried that with you. So Grady, 
my Jsiother, and me, we rolled up [and left]. 

T knew a couple of old people that come from back home, Jim 
McConnell and Aunt Liz?ie. They’d only been out there two or 
three weeks but they set up out there at Lynden, They wouldn’t 
let me on thp train and I was broke, didn’t have no money. 1 just 
.had enough to get a ticket for home, but when I went in to get 
"the ticket, they wouldn’t sell it to me. They said I had some kind* 
of ’tagions or something catching and they wouldn’t let me get on 
the train. And I set .around there at the depot. Well, they had a 
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old man [at the admittance desk] to t^ke me in. Said, “I got a brother 
going to Alger and he’ll be back with some money for me in the 
morning.” No. He wouldn’t hear to” it. And wouldn t take me in. 

So I went back up to the depot. I was a’sittin’ around up there, 
and I didn’t know what in the dickens I was gonna do. 

I went down to the livery stableman to take me to Lynden. I was 
gonna gO down there to Jim McConnell s. So they wired ahead that 
I was a’coming, and at the city limits they stopped the liveryman, 
and he had to take me back. They wouldn’t let me into town there 
at Lynden. So I went back F to Hamilton and sat there at the 
depot. 

Sittin’ around at the platform, and there’s an old feller come on 

up talking to me He. said, “Do you drink any liquor? 

I said, “I would if I had some. I ain't got none, and nothing to 

buy none with.” He got up and weht off and was gone a. little while, 
and come back with a couple quart bottles . Full. 

He said, “You take this.” , ■" • 4 f 

f said, “I ain’t got nothing to pay.” ' 

He said, “I don’t want, nothing. Just take it and drink ypu some 
of it.” • . 

Well, I just uncorked it and took four or hve big swallows right 
there. I began to get where I could talk pretty good. I went back 
down to the little old hospital, and I just outtalked the old doctor 
and got him to take me in. And I told him, “You’ve not got a thing 
to worry about. There’ll be somebody here in the morning with 
some money:” So he took me in. • , 

So the next morning, so on as the train come through, there*. old 
man John Tell and Grover [were on it]. So by that time," I had 
them measles. Lord, I was just broke out from my toes tp the top 
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of my head. And after them measles broke out, I got to feeling 
better. Why, I think I stayed there three days, then the doctor re- 
leased me. I got the liveryman to take me to Tynden to old man 
Jfm McConnelfs and Aunt Lizzie’s, and they took me in and took 
I care of me. , 

l : _ / y 

I hadn’t been (here but a little bit till there comeEffis Roan, 
j another old boy from here. He’d been up at the camp and he’d 
| caught the measles from -me. And he’d just about give ’em to the 
! whole thing up and down the Skagit River. We spread the measles. 
1 mejan we spread ’em. So I stayed up there and took care of Ellis 
iRoan till he got well. Then 1 went into the camps and went to 
Ipggin’ and made it justdine. I’d work at one camp a while and 
decide I wanted to move to another’n, a better place, and I’d switch 
jobs. Qne wa^jlist as good as the other’n, but we thought there’s 
better picking across the ridge. There’s about three crews there 
all the time, one a’coming, one a’going, and one a’working. 

They’d be pretty rowdy. You could go into ft>wn on payday and 
they’d fight till midnight or after. Wasn’t no problem to get in a 
big fight. There’d be one a’going all the time, all the time. Right 
up and down the Skagit River and through that section. On up 
there most of them loggers would meet up and they’d go to getting 
boozed up and fight. Why, they’d go to havin’ them brawls. They’d 
put on some good ones. Fact is, I was into several of ’em myself. 
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I wasn't married then. That was in 1912, and I stayed in Washing- 
ton one summer. I went there toward the last of March and stayed 
there till October. I come back and in 1915 we got married. We 
married in September and we stayed with my mammy a while, and 
* then I rented a house a little way from where my mother lived. 

The next spring, Irv Hudson and Marsh come up there, in the 
Ash Fla ts. There was a lo gging job and I worked that summer for 
them. I worked there when our oldest baby \yas born. She was born 
the twenty-third day of May. I worked thereuntil they finished up 
that job and went fromVAsh Flats to what they called the. Carpenter 
> Cove. We logged out the Carpenter Cove, and then we went to 
Sugar Oove and logged that out. It was just from one different, job 
to another. „ 

In the wintertime and the fall of the year I’d get out and hunt 
some. We’d have possum dogs and coon dog.'fand we’d catch coons, 
possums, and muskrats and skunks and everything like that and 
I’d buy the Xur and -ship it. I’d make a little money there. Back 
then everybody kept a pack of hounds. Every family nearly -would 
have from two to jjiree hunting dogs. I always had some good coon 
dogs and cat dogs, and I’d catch them wildcats. Thev’d pay a bounty 
on them, the county commissioners would. I could take [the wildcat] 
in and they’d cut the ear off and they’d give me a three dollar bounty, 
on it. They paid it on them to. protect the lambs and the pigs. 

Finally I bought thirty-five acres of land up on the creek here, 
and I just had a little bit of money to pay down on It. There was 
some folks who lived up above us and they got out there, and there 
hadn’t been anybody a’digging or hunting ginseng for several years - ’ 
.(’cause there’d been a pretty plenty of jobs), and they found a whole 
lot of ginseng. Their daddy come down and asked me if I knowed 
where 1 I could sell it. “Well,” I said, “right at the present I don’t, 
but I’ll go to town, to Franklin, tomorrow and I know a feller down 
there and it might be that I can work up a deal.” 

So I went, and it was old man John Harrison and he dealt in 
ginseng. I told him what I had done and he said, “i tell you what 
I’ll do, Jake, I’ll put up the money and you buy it and dry it and 
we’ll go halvers.”' I’d give five hundred fifty dollars‘for the land 
that I had bought, and I made enough off that buying ginseng and 
selling it that fall to pay the mortgage off on the land. We built 
us ajittle house. We’d catch up an old hen and I’d take her and 
swap her for, nails. My brother, or whoever I could pick up, we 
built that house. I got an old feller, Russet, to come along and he 
built me a chimney. 
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PLATE 6 The Waldroops’ house, which Jake built thirty-five years ago. 


Then old man Will McGuire had a place out on Nantahala and 
he wanted me to- go and raise sheep and hogs, so I went out there 
and stayed there a couple of years. The summer after we come 
back, my brother, Ed, was a’working on Wavah Bald ir^amica mine, 
and I drove a team and would haul supplies up there to them. When 
I wasn’t hauliftg supplies, people would make crossties and get out 
telephone poles' and I’d haul them to Franklin for ’em. Whatever 
come around. I’d take on some of it. 

I bought a hundred acres from old man Newt Moody in 1930, 
[and] I sold my little place up there. We’ve been a’livin’ here right 
about thirty-five years. Five hundred and sixty acres come up for 
sale. Newt Moody had got the timber off the land and wanted to 
sell it. I come down here and bought, a hundred acres of it, .and I 
paid him a thousand dollars down on it: f got the one hundred 
acres here for thirty-two hundred dollars. It takes a lot ot land to 
make a hundred acres. 

Sometimes in the fall of the year when I d get out ot work, I d 
get out over these mountains and hunt ginseng. Back then you could 
find pretty plenty of if. I could ^get out and travel five or six hours 
and I’d have a big washpan full. Now you can get out and when 
you come in you can hold it in your hands. Back then when I was 


JAKE WALDROOP , * 


5i 


young and my mother and me would “sang,” we’d get about three 
to four or five dollars a pound for it dried* and about ! a dollar a 
pound green. * 

When I sold sang for other people I paid them ten cents an ounce 
for green sang. Let them wash it and dry the water off. Well, they 
put out. the word that I was a’buying ginseng again and. a’paying 
cash for it, and they would come and lots of Friday and Saturday 
evenings they would bake up rations and go back in these mountains 
and camp out a whole week at a time and tramp and hunt ginseng. 
They’d come by my place then and 4 sell it to me. I’d always buy 
from two to five of these big-sized washtubs full of that ginseng. 
Lord, you’d get great big roots then! It’s a sight then to what it is 
now. I made enough that fall to pay up my note from Newt Moody. 

We was a’livin' pretty close trying to get this paid for. We got 
up the money and we wrote him to come and bring the notes. When 
i paid him off, I still had about three years’ time. [But] I just paid 
and got the interest stopped. We had a lawyer draw up a deed. 

j p 

Our son, Lloyd, lives down the road [from us], and he has the 
flowerhouse. Dover was in a car wreck at Myrtle Creek',* Oregon, 
and got killed. The oldest child and the youngest one of our children 
are dead. Iona, that’s the next girl, she lives oyer in W ay n <Av i 1 1 e , 
where she works in a cafe. 1 ** 

We have six grandchildren, but none of them live around here 
at the present time. One of them works in a radio station; one is 
a social' worker; one’s unemployed right now arid one o£ them is 
in Alaska workin’ on that pipeline, and he's making two thousand 
dollars a week. That’s a lot of money. (I always spent the biggest 
part of my laboring days making nine dollars a week.) He’s an electri- 
cian. He took schooling there in Charlotte for four years. Lord, 
what about it to compare with what I come up with. We worked 
ten hours a day, six days a week, and you had to be on the job at 
seven b clock and you stayed there until six. In the wintertime you 
had to carry a lantern with you to see how to get backward "and 
forward through these mountains. 

We don’t do much farming anymore. I used to raise and buy 
cattle, sell and fool with them for years, but now I’ve turned the 
cattle all over to my son, Lloyd. I still help him to look after them. 

1 salt them and teed en| and tend to . ’em a whole lot in the wintertime. 
We used to raise a lot of corn. I used to tend a fourteen-acre field 
all by myself for, seven years. I’d turn it and plow it and fix it and 
-get ft ready. I know the fall that Harry Truman was elected President, 
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I was a’gatherin’ the corn, and that/all I made a thousand bushels 
of corn on that held, and I gaHiWed it every bit by myself. But 
no„w I’ve got too old. I couldn’t work it no more, so I just put up 
enough hay to feed the cattle iri the wintertime anc^ let them graze 
it. They’ll just stay there and eat on it all winter. 

We’ve still got enough stuff in the canhouse to do us two or 
three years. I guess we’ve got five or six hundred cans of beans, 
peaches, and jellies, pickles, and everthing in the canhouse, and 
then we have the deep freeze and we keep it packed full. I guess 
people eat just too much grub, but I get out and tramp these moun- 
tains and I burn it up. I just rai,se a little sweet corn, beans-*— I sell 
lots of beans, Irish potatoes, sweet potatoes, just garden patches. 

I’ve helped some in the last year or two in the hay, not much 
but f can work a little in it. And I still get stovewood. I keep me a 
big lot of “stovewood ahead. We have a wood and electric stove 
combined. And I have to put in about three to four hours a week 
a’mowing this yard. Sometimes I have to go over the pasture and 
cut this stuff they call bull nettles and Texas thistle, and then there’s 
this old stuff that comes up called burdock and it has a great big 
burr on it. It will spread all over the place. If the cows get' enough 
of them burrs in their tails [when they twitch them, they can] scatter, 
the whole place with it in the winter, so I have to go over the place 
and keep that grubbed up. I take me a ditching shovel and get 
under it and chop it off with that. You can really get tired at that. 

I still fish some, several days a week. About all the fish we have J 
now though is tyhen they take them and pour ’em out as stockers. 
You’re allowed to cat\]r^seven fish. We would go and catch our 
seven, but in about three days all of ’em were caught. It’s over 
i then until they decide to stock again. 

I still squirrel hunt some. My eyes have got bad, but I’ve got 
my squirrel dog and [I] take him. My glasses don’t help my eyes. 

If I can get a squirrel to move, why, I can see him, but if he’ll just 
’ stick on the side of a tree or limb somewhere, I can’t find him. I 
killed several squirrels last fall. I like to eat them. You take that 
squirrel and make squirrel gravy — trouble is I eat too much and 
gain weight. 

y I*’ve never had a prescription filled in my life until last September. 

I went to the doctor and he said I had high blood. He put me on ' 
i some pills, and I went to taking them pills and he said I’d have to 
take them the rest of my life. Then I went to eating garlic, and I 
eat garlic until the ramps came up and J had what garlic I had eat 
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PLATE 7 Thg Waldroops’ barn. 


up. Then I went to eating ramps. I’ve still got plenty of ramps to 
eat now. I’ve got seventeen quarts of ’em canned. I went to the 
doctor a couple of weeks ago, and he checked me over and took’ 
me off the pills. I figure that the garlic and the ramps and what 
little the pills helped just about got [the high blood] whipped.. I’d 
always heard that it was good for high blood, but I like to eat them, 
too. Even eating onions _is‘ goodTor high blood and I’ll eat a great 
big onion and a bunch of lettuce. I eat very little bread. I’ve always 
loved vegetables and been a big meat eater, but I don’t eat much 
sweets. ••• 

v, t> 

I built this house myself, andfl cleared a whole lot of this land. 

I had to clear the pasture, the land back on this side of the mountain. 

I had to do a lot of ditching, j brought these shade trees in my 
yard now from off the mountain and set them out when we first 
come here. I’m going to hold onto my land; I don’t need to sell f 1 
it. I built this house here and I still work, might’ near every day. . 4 
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early a decade ago, 
Foxfire began a study 
of southern Appala- 
chian homemade musical instruments* A series of articles on banjo 
and dulcimeirmakers first appeared in. tile Fall 1974 issue of Foxfire 
magazine, and was subsequently published in Foxfire 5 (1975, jDp. 
120-207). That ,was followed by two articles on fiddle makers in 
Foxfire 7 (1977, pp- 106-25). Since then we have turned up reports 
of various other homemade instruments, among them 'the gourd 
banjo and the musical bow. . 

In the spring of 1977 we had the good fortune to meet Ernest 
Hodges, an extraordinary man whose musi^l experiences have cov- 
ered the gamut from folk to fine-arts music. Sipce Mr. Hodges is 
a concert violinist and violin maker, we were surprised to learn that 
his first musical instrument was a gourd banjo made for him when 
he was a small boy in the mountains of North Carolina by his grandfa- 
ther. He related the details of how his grandfather constructed the 
instrument. out of a long-neck gourd, a tomcat’s hide, and a hank 
of horsehair. We’ve asked a, lot of people since then about gourd 
instruments and found that they were not uncommon at, one time 
in our region’s history. 

Leonard Webb, whose instructions appear in this chapter, told 
us that his father and uncle had made gourd instruments. Leonard 
remembered a photograph of them holding two such instruments, 
a fiddle and a banjo, but, unfortunately, the photograph has been 
lost. W r e’re not exactly certain what kind of gourd those instruments 
were made of, but Leonard’s instrument is a close approximation 
of one his father would have made.. 

In addition to the gourd instrument, we have been aware of the 
musical bow, which is played by musicians scattered throughout 
the region. We have one. musical bow (called “mouth b<z>w,” “tune 
bow,” “song bow,” and various other names) in our collection, which 
was made for us several years ago by Mr. Alex’ Stewart of Sneedville, 
Tennessee. One day a student named Mark Pruitt came through 
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the office and remarked, “Hey, that’s a song bow. My granny can 
make one of them.” This summer we went to see Mark’s granny 
and put together the story, “Babe Makes a Songbow.” J 

We have been encouraged in recent years to include additional 
documentation in ouq publications. As you will see, we are making 
an effort to. respond td this in annotative passages that follow each 
of the next two selections. 

We have been building a small research library over the years, 
but, the tools of scholajrly research are expensive and hard to come 
by. We are indebted to many people who offered information and 
direction either in person or over the phone. Some, like David Evans 
at Memphis State University, dug up useful information and sent 
it to us in the mail. Others, like Joe Hickerson at the Library of 
Congress and Helen Hollis at the Smithsonian Institution, made a 
high-school teacher and two teen-age kids feel at home in the big- 
cilv library. ^ _ 

% . , 

LEONARD WEBB’S GOURD BANJO 

As you come up the little dirt-and-gravel- road leading to the house, two 
dogs, Spike and Tucker, come running, jumping, and barking to meet you. 
The house is in the center oj a small clearing surrounded by an apple orchard 
on one side and woods on the other’y a lawn is in front and q wooden shed 
that sometimes houses chickens is in the back. The wooden house is white 
and green with a bay window sticking out in front over the lawn. Then, as 
you are getting out of the car and trying to avoid the dogs jumping playfully 
but forcefully all over you, a warm and friendly man com.es ou£ of the house, 
waving and smiling. His name is" Leonard Webb and he immediately' invites 
you back inside to visit with his wife, Rittie, and him. The house is comfortably 
furnished and many genuine antiques are to be found;. The old clock ticks 
regulaHy aim. the big wood stove puis out welcome heat on a bitter-cold day. 
While you are talking, Leonard may get out his banjo * and play a tune — if 
you ask him nicely and are. lucky. He plays and sings extremely well and his 
banjo has ameck that he made himself out of wild cherry. If your curiosity- 
and luck continue, he may ask you downstairs to his shop beneath the house. 
It has a dirt floor, and almost every tool imaginable hangs upon the walls, 
windowsills, and workbenches. He uses all hand tools, except for an electric 
saw' and dull. He even has a homemade vise, which he says works better 
than the one he bought. 

Leonard Webb and ‘his wife, Rittie, have been married for fifty-three years' 
and they have raised eleven children. Leonard came from a large family himself, 
having three brothers and seven sisters. Except for a few months in other 



parts of the country, /Leonard, was born, raised, and still lives in Macon 
County, North Carolina. Leonard started playing the banjo when he was 
thirteen years old and played regularly in his home and at dances. He has 
done many things in his life but worked mostly at farming and carpentry. 
After we met Leonard, we were pleased to learn that he is the brother of 
Mrs. Magaline Zoellner and .the late Mr. Andy Webb, both of whom have 
contributed greatly to Foxfire 'magazine. All of this information, however, 
was unknown to us until late last November, when we headed up the mountain 
to find, meet, and talk to Leonard Webb. 

We wanted desperately to talk with Mr. Webb, since someone told us that 
he could make a banjo out of a iong-necked gourd. We felt something like 
this would be extremely interesting and noteworthy, and demonstrate a skill 
that had not been described previously in our publications — or anywhere else l 
for that mdtter. And, sure enough, Mr. Webb could indeed make a banjo, 
out of a gourd. He told us that his father had made banjos and that he had 
learned the art from him. Sensing that we wanted to ask him to make us a 
gourd -banjo but were afraid to ask outright, he gently offered by telling us" if 
we could find a good gourd, he would do it for us. The story of finding the 
right gourd will be told later in this section, but'Ahat first meeting marked 
the beginning of a long and pleasant senes of intervieius and visits with Leonard 
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PLATE 12 , PLATE 13 


Webb and his wife. Not only did we eventually learn how to make and record 
the process for making a gourd banjo, we also established a tremendous, lasting, 
and solid friendship With a wonderful couple. This friendskip^is something 
one can never measure in rolls of film, miles traveled, or visits rnade. Simply, 
we had good times and good experiences doing this piece, and ive hope you 
enjoy it. > ■ ' 

‘ ' • ... -. r 

WESLEY TAYLOR AND MITCH WHITMIRE 

i 

For more extensive information on banjos in general, please 
refer to Foxfire 3 (pp. 121-87), which includes a partial history 
of the banjo and gives instructions for making other, different 
styles of the instrument. Included, among others, are banjo 
makers and well-known Foxfire contacts Tedra Harmon and 
Stanley Hicks. 

- - _ * 

'*■ . .. 



PLXTE 15 After cuttirig a 
hole in the dried gourd and 
getting out the seeds, Leon- 
ard proceeds to cut off that 
side as shown. He uses no tool 
to measure or draw lines to 
do this cutting — it is [done 
completely from experience 
and with a keen eye. 




Finding the Right Gourd 

When we first went to see Leonard, he told us that we needed 
to find a dried gourd with a straight neck and as close to a perfect 
sphere on the “head end” as possible. We hunted and hunted but 
couldn’t find a good gourd. We put out the word concerning our 
plight to student and staff, and the right gourd showed up as we 
were about to give up hope. We took it up the mountain and this 
story was on its way. 


- f 
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Gourd 


PLATE 16 Leonard was 
careful to cut the gourd ap- 
proximately V2 " above the 
level of the neck >as shown in 
Plate 17. This will allow the 
fingerboard to fit properly. 


INCORRECT 


PLATE 17 




PLATE 18 The gourd with 
one side completely cut off. 


PLATE 19 After completing 
the cutting process, Leonard 
explains to Foxfire adviser 
Paul Gillespie how the finger- 
board will fit on -the gourd 
neck. ArfOw points out that 
the gourd was cut on a jjine 
slightly above the level of the 
neck. 


cr> 
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Making the Fingerboard 

It is important to point out at t 


gerboard was cut to fit this particular gourd, and measurements 
given will not apply to all gourds. 


PLATE 20 LeAnsud told us 
to find a good slab' of dry wal- 
nut approximately 3' long, 
5" wide, and 2 to *3" thick. 
From this he cut out the heart 
or Test part to be used for 
the fingerboard. Before he 
startedvchiseling this piece, it 
measured £6" x 2 Va " x 1 


PLATE 2 1 
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made chisel, Leonard starts to < 


chisel out the area where the 


hngerboard will fit 
neck of the gourd. 


PLATE 22 Leonard planes the piece of walnut to be used for the fingerboard. 
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PLATE 27 Leonard rasps 
the fingerboard for precision 
fitting. Special attention is 
given to areas where the fin- 
gerboard meets the banjo 
head and on the sides where 
the fingerboard meets the 
neck. 


PLATE 28 Top view of loca- 
tion for fifth string-tuning 
P e g- 










PiLATE 31 Leonard rests the unattached fingerboard on the neck of the gourd, 
showing' how it will fit. • The.fingerb ; o'ara"’is set aside for now and the next step is 
t^ken up. — ?- 


Reinforcement and Apron Tail 


ifeia 
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PLATE 32 With brass tacks, 
Leonard attaches a thin strip 
of hickory l A " wide inside the 
head to make it stronger. 


rLA ill 33 1 he apron tail, 

an anchor for the apron 
through which the strings are 
threaded, is attached 1" below 
the top rim of the gourd with 
a l A tf screw that is 1 Vt " long. 
Plate 34 gives specific dimen- 



PLATE 35 The apron tail is 
anchored on the inside of the 
gourd with a small block of 
wood. 


The Banjo Head 


* 


PLATE 36 The head for this 
; banjo is made from a ground- 
hog hide. The hair had been 
removed and the skin had 
been allowed to dry out for 
s^v^ral months. Here it is be- 
jng Stretched over the cut side 
of the gourd to insure that it 
will fit properly. 


PLATE 37 Leonard trims 
the ground-hog hide to the 
proper shape. Enough of the 
hide is left' to allow a 1" over- 
hang all the way around the 
gourd. 








PLATE 38 Leonard applies 
glue around the top edge of 
the gourd. A . modern glue is 
shown'm the photograph, but 
Leonard remembers using 
old-time glues. 






PLATE 39 Using a very small bit, 
Leonard begins drilling one hole at a 
time around the top edge of the gourd 
and into the. reinforcement. Each time 
a hole is drilled, a 5 /s" brass nail is 
driven lightly through the hide and 
into that hole. Leonard remembers us- 
ing a hand drill in this jstep. 


PLATE 40 The goijird with 
one side of the head tacked 
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Attaching the Fingerboard 

When finished, the fingerboard that was constructed earlier should 
fit snugly along the neck and up against the head of the gourd. 
The fingerboard is frien ready to be anchored. To anchor the finger- 
board, a hole is drilled ' through-one-side of the fingerboard near 
the middle of its length. This hole*is made with a 1/4" bit and 
should continue pn through the neck of the gourd and the other 
side of the fingerboard. A w'alnut peg is driven through the hole 
and one “anchor” is finished. This process is repeated four more 
times, and all five holes with pegs should be evenly spaced along 
the length of the fingerboard. 






PLATE 43 Leonard points to the last hole drilled 


PLATE 44 Leonard carves and rasps anchor pegs 
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The Fingerbridge, Bridge, and Apron 
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PLATE 51 A walnut fingerbridge 
(nut) is attached with 5 /s" brass nails 
to the upper end of the fingerbpard. 
Four small notches for the strings. are 
cut, as shown in Plate 52. 

* • ‘ ^ 


PLATE 52 Note: The diagrams for the 
fingerbridge, bridge, and apron may 
be used as patterns since they repre- 
sent actual sizes.... 




PLAT^ 53 A close-up view 
of the apron (tailpiece) at- 
tached to the apron tail with 
a thin, twisted copper wire. A 
movable bridge with five 
small notches is cut for the 
banjo head. The movable 
bridge has one notch more 
than the fingerbridge to ac- 
commodate the fifth string. 
These parts are also made 
from walnut. See Plate 54 for 
specifications. 




- ' • ApRq^ 

PLATE 54 





PLATE 56 


Ho\e for .sTr i r\< 



PLATE 57 Leonard care- 
fully carves out the tuning 
pegs. 


PLATE 58 The four pegs 
are carved almost exactly alike 
(not shown is the fifth string- 
tuning peg, which has the 
same dimensions as the oth- 
ers, except that its overall 
length is 2 %"). 
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PLATE 60 Close-up showing strings 
and fifth tuning-peg position. Note that 
a small wood screw is used to position 
the G (fifth) string properly. {Note: 
Banjo strings can be .purchased in 
hardware and music stores.) 


PLATE 59 Close-up showing the top 
of the gourd and the arrangement of 
thp strings. The pegs are snugly fitted 
through holes roughly l A " in diameter. 
(During this step, extreme care must 
be taken so as not to make the holes 
too large.) The pegs are approximately 
3 /i" apart and the first one is placed 
%" from the fmgerbridge. Each peg; 
has a small hole in it (as shown in Plate 
56)., and the banjo strings are run 
through these holes and twisted on the 
.pegs to tune the banjo. 
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The Finished^ Product 

Little if anything has been written about the use of gourd instru- 
ments in Appalachia. The bulk of the documentation lies in oral 
accounts and in what remains of the instruments themselves. So 
far we have interviewed three contacts in different communities who 
remember seeing gourd banjos and fiddles as children. Additional 
inquiries may add to the list. As far as tangible evidence of their 
existence, we know of at least three Appalachian gourd fiddles. All 
are privately owned, but all have been shown in museums. The 
oldest documented example is shown in the Museum of Appalachia 
in Norris, Tennessee, a fiddle made by Frank Couch of Hancock 
County, Tennessee, in about 1840. Another gourd fiddle, probably 
old, belonging to Roderick 'Moore, is displayed in the Blue Ridge 
Folklife Museum in Ferrum, Virginia. Both pieces have a wooden 
fingerboard. A more recent example^ one without a wooden finger- 
board, made by Dewey ShephertTof David' Kentucky, was shown 
in the Renwick Gallery in Washington, D.C., in the summer of 1979. 
A gourd banjo made around Frankliri, North Carolina, about fifty 
years ago hung in an antique shop in Franklin for several years 
but was sold to a museum in New Orleans, and we have not, as 
yet, been able to track down the gourd banjo. 

Gourd instrument construction is widespread, ancient, and persis- 
tent. Gourd resonators are found on traditional instruments 
throughout several continents, including southern Asia, Africa, and 
the Americas. The Indian sitar is perhaps the most well-known exam- 
ple, but there are a host of others. A variety of African instruments, 
such as the banza, the rankie, and the gurmi, are thought to be possible 
antecedents^ the American banjo. In fact, the most intriguing as- 
pect of the Leonard Webb banjo is that it is so remarkably similar 
to the earliest forms of banjos found in this country. , 

It is generally accepted that the banjo is derived from African 
tradition and was first fashioned by African slaves in the New World 
colonies. Dena Epstein’s exhaustive research into the’history of Afro- 
American music has yielded a number of early reports describing 
banjolike instruments, and they consistently refer to gourd construc- 
tion. The earliest report is one by Sir Hans Sloan$, a visitor to 
Jamaica in the fate 1680s, who described “Instruments in imitation 
of lutes, made of small Gourds fitted with Necks, strung with Horse 
hairs, or the peeled stalks of climbing Plants or \yiths” (Sir Hans 
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top view 







SIDZ view 
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PLATE 65 Leonard, Wesley jf 

Taylor, and Mitch Whitmire 
test t the new gourd banjo that 
took roughly twenty hours to 
complete. ••••*•••--.- ... , a4-.v:--- 
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. SloanejT Voyage to the Islands of Madera , Barbados, Nieves, S. Christopher 
■ '■ ■ and Jamaica, with the Natural History of (he . . . last of these Islands . 

’'f London: print by B.M. for the author, 1707], Vol. I, p. lix, cited 
.in Dena' Epstein, “African Music in British and French America,” 
Musical Quarterly, Vol. 59, No. 1 [Jan. 1973], pp. 74-75, Plate II). 

Among the many sources that document the history of the folk 
banjo, a common reference is The Old Plantation, a painting in the 



PI ATE 66 “The Old Plantation.” (Photo courtesy of the Abbv Aldrich Roe'kefelleit' 
Falk Art Center.) 


Abhy Aldrich Rockefeller folk Art Center, Williamsburg, Virginia. 
The anonymous watercplor (Plate 66) depicts slaves on a late eigh- 
teenth-century South Carolina plantation dancing to the music of 
a banjolike instrument identified by some^ethnomusicologists as an 
v African molo. One cannot help but notice the striking similarity of 
this instrument to the one made by Leonard Webb. 

The course by which the banjo migrated from the southern planta- 
tion into the Appalachians is not entirely clear, but a rough historical 
outline has emerged. The banjo began as the exclusive property 
of southern blacks until sometime in the early nineteenth century, 
when minstrel-show musicians began using it in derisive caricatures 
of the Negro. Eventually, the instrument was disowned by blacks 
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and embraced by whites, who "began refining and factory-producing 
the instrument for use by popular and even classical musicians. 
Meanwhile, the instrument was gradually carried into the Appala- 
chians, possibly by black migrant workers, possibly by way of minstrel 
shows or medicine shows, perhaps in some other way; no one knows 
for sure. It is generally agreed, though, that' the banjo had taken a 
foothold in the Appalachian white tradition by the late nineteenth 
century. 1 *. 

One might argue that homemade southern-mountain banjos were 
copied after factory-made instruments apart from black influence. 
On the other hand, instruments like the gourd banjo suggest a possi- 
ble carryover from the earlier black tradition. 

The gourd banjo offers no definitive proof of direct transition — 
banjos have been made out of cheese hoops, lard cans, and automatic 
transmissions. Still, Leonard Webb’s gourd banjo stands ais an in- 
. triguing link in the chain of tradition. * 

GEORGE REYNOLDS WITH WESLEY TAYLOR 
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BABE HENSON’S SONGBOW j 

We had heard people mention songbows before, but we didn’t 
know anybody who could make one or play one. One day we were 
talking about it and one of the Foxfire students, Mprk Pruitt, said 
his grandmother could make one and play it, too. Njlark set up the 
interview and we headed for Qoweeta Mountain in North Carolina, ' 
When we got there we received a very friendly welcome from Babe" 
and her husband, Mutt Henson. We sat on the porch and played 
music with Babe, Babe’s sister, Mutt; and some of her neighbors. 
Besides playing the songbow, Babe can also play the banjo and 
sing. . 

A few days later we went back and Babe agreed to show us how 
to make a songbow. She explained how her momma showed her 
how: “Momma helped me and I made one and I played ‘Chickens 
Crowing on Sourwood ? Mountain.’ That’s what Mpmmy learned me 
to play, the first thing. Itls kinda hard to play ’cause you have to 
keep, your finger moving and you have to work ydur mouth, too, 
so it takes your breath and it keeps your hand working at the same 
time. But anyway I love my songbow. / 

“One day I was kinda nervous and I didn’t khpw what I wanted 
to do. I said, ‘Mommy, I’m going to the woods and cut me a sour- 
wood stick and make me a songbow.’ 1 , 

“Momma said, ‘AH right, go ahead.’ 

“Well, F went up there and I went arid cut me a stick and I made 
that songbow and come back and said, ‘Mommy, looky here.’ 

“Boy, you know Mommy was surprised. She didn’t think her little 
pld girl twelve-years-old could do it. But, boys, I did. Momma just 
died laughing. That pleased her, and you know, that made me feel 
awful g£>od. So that’s how I made my songbow.” 

■ Article and photographs ! by Boyd Queen with, Mark Pruitt and Doug Young 

Babe Hensonls “songbow” is among the most primitive and per- 
haps obscure of the homemade instruments played in the southern 
Appalachians. As illustrated in the photos, the bow is placed against 
the mouth and plucked with the finger or a small pick. The string 
produces a fundamental tone providing a constant drone using the 
oral cavity as a resonator. A melody is produced by increasing or 
decreasing the size of the oral cavity in much the same way as whis- 
tling or playing a Jew’s harp or jaw harp. 
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PLATE 69 \ . , and .you .. 

get a limb off of it about 2 ' 
long and about 1" thick 
[the one we used was about 

\ l A”] - - . 


PLATE 70 \ . . then cut 

it off and trim it. * 



PLATE 71 ‘“You take and 
cut a notch around the little 


end ... 



PLATE 72 


at tlie bii> end vou take the ig 


bark oft two sides oi it and ^ 
make you a split down |g| 
through it. ’ 


PLATE 73 “ ‘Then you take 

a thread [the one Babe used 
was about No. 10 weight cot- 
ton twine thread, which mea- 
sured about twice, the length 
of the stick]. Then you double 
it and you twist that/ Doug, 
you twist to the south and I’ll 
twist to the north. That holds 
the thread together. That’s 
what makes the thread /make 
a racket more. 
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PLATE 74 "Then you" tie a 
knot in each end and you fie 
the string around the ring in 
the small end. 



GOURD BANJOS AND SONGBOWS 91 

According to David Evans, the mouthbow is one of a variety of 
African derived one-stringed instruments in this country. He has 
recently recorded a black musician in the Deep South who plays 
such an instrument (Eli Owens, South Mississippi. Blues, [Rounder 
2005]). The bow is single-stringed, has a tin-can resonator at one 
end, and is pressed against the mouth when plucked. (For a photo- 
graph of Owens, see John Vlach, The Afro- American Tradition in Decora- 
tive Arts [Cleveland: The Cleveland Museum of Art, 1978], p. 23.) 
Of the handful of traditional moutfiboW players who have been com- 
mercially recorded, Charles Everidge, a “white musician from Moun- 
tain View, Arkansas, seems to have been the earliest to be recorded 
and the best known throughout the country (see Ballads and Break- 
downs from the Southern Mountains [Prestige International 25003], re- 
corded by Alan Lomax in 1959, one of several LPs featuring Eve- 
ridge). In Evans’s estimation, Everidge’s mouthbow music “almost 
certainly derives ultimately from Negro tradition” (“Afro-American 
Gne-stringed Instruments,” p. 239). 

Because of the commercial recordings of Charles Everidge, James 
Morris, Jimmy Driftwood, and others, the most widely recognized 
use of the mouthbow among white cultures has been in the Ozarks. 
However, the mouthbow is also distributed throughout the southern 
Appalachians, where there is a widespread belief that the mouthbow 
came into the white culture by way of the Cherokee Indians. Though 
the mouthbow has never been officially documented among the 
Cherokees, a legend persists among mountaineers, which must 'be 
taken into account. For example, ope of our old friends, Alex Stew- 
art, a mouthbow player from Norris, Tennessee, has been quoted 
as saying, “The Indians used to live around on Newman’s Ridge 
in my Grandpa s time and they’d set around their campfires of a 
night and they’d play their hunting bows and the White’s sort of 
took it up from them” (John Irwin, Instruments of the Southern Appala- 
chian Mountains, p. 59). 

Appalachian musical bows we’ve discovered so far are basically 
the same — a bent stick two to five feet in length to which a string 
is attached on either end, forming a bow. The player uses the mouth 
as a resonating chamber. In Macon County, North Carolina, Babe 
Henson makes a “songbow” out of a sapling and cotton string. In . 
Madison County, North Carolina, they make a “tune bow” out of 
split hemlock tobacco-curing sticks and wire string (one appears 
in the Smithsonian collection). In the area surrounding Hancock 
County, Tennessee, they make instruments out of red cedar or hick- 
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ory and wire and refer to them as “music bows,” “mouth bows,” 
or “tuning bows,” We are told that musical bows exist elsewhere 
in the Appalachians as' well. I He Library of Congress recorded a 
mouthbow player in Marrow Bone, Kentucky, and Ro.scoe Holcomb 
of Daisy, Kentucky, is also reported to have played one (see the 
notes accompanying Roscoe Holcomb and Wade Ward [Folkways 
FA2363]). Instruments known as “sambows” are also reported to 
have been played by blacks in the Blue Ridge Mountains of South- 
central Virginia. The only published source to date about the Ap- 
palachian musical bow is a catalog of musical instruments found 
in the extraordinary Collection^of John Rice Irwin in the Museum 
of Appalachia in Norris, Tennessee. Irwin states, “. . . use of the 
mouth bow in Appalachia, like the dulcimer, vyas known throughout 
"the region. But like 3 the dulcimer, it was known by relatively few 
in any given area.” There may be exceptions to this, but for the 
most part this rings tgue. The mouthbow is said to be used sometimes 
t in the absence of rnore sophisticated instruments. At other times 
it functions as a novelty or as a children’s instrument. In order 
for anything so ancient to survive through the generations it must 
have a function. In this case the function is obvious. As Babe said, 
when slfe played her first tune on the “songbow” for her mother, 
»“. . . you kndw, that made me feel awful good.” 

GEORGE REYNOLDS WITH BOYD QUEEN 



PLATE 68 “She said, ‘Well, 
you go to a sourwood tree not 
very high . . . 
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The “spngbow” is one of several similar instruments known by 
different names and referred to generically as musical bows. They 
are found in a variety of forms and are played with different tech- 
niques. Curt Sachs in The History of Musical Instruments (New York: 
W. W. Norton 8 c Company, 1940), pp. 56-57, separates musical 
bows into three types: bows with separate resonators; bows with 
attached resonators; and bows that resonate in the player’s mouth, 
such as Babe’s “songbow,” more commonly referred to as mouth- • 
bows. Sources indicate that the musical bow can be plucked, hams*' 
mered with small sticks or paddles, or vibrated by force of the play- 
er’s breath. It can also be bowed with yet another bow. Sometimes 
the string is stopped by touching it with the finger, a gourd neck, 
bottle, or pocket knife. In “Afro-American One-stringed Instru- 
ments ”( Western Folklore, Vol. 29, No. 4, 1970), p. 256, David Evans 
cites a report of the “bottleneck” technique used by musical bow 
players in Kenya. He suggests a connection between this and the 
slide guitar technique used by American blues musicians. 

The musical bow appears to have originated in prehistoric t|imes 
and has diffused across -several continents. Curt Sachs ( The History 
of Musical Instruments , pp. 62-64) developed a historical fraihework 
that dates it as far back as the Neolithic period. Since the musical 
bow is identical to the shooting bow in shape, many people assume 
that it derived from the hunter’s bow. References often cite the 
work of Percival R. Kirby, The Musical Instruments of the Native Races 
of South Africa (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1 934; Johannesburg: 
Witwatersrand University Press, 1953), who observed the Bushmen 
of South Africa convert the shooting bow to a musical instrument. 
Sachs, on the other hand, contends that “forms of the musiral’bow 
which we have good reason to believe as the oldest have nothing 
to do with the hunter’s bow. They are ten feet long and therefore 
useless for shooting” ( History of Musical Instruments, p. 56). (For a 
comparison of these theories see Sybil Marcuse, “Musical Bows,’ 4 
A Survey of Musical Instruments [New York: Harper 8 c RJdw, 1975], 
p. 178.) Distribution of the instrument was documented as early 
as 1897 by Otis T. Mason, “Geographical Distribution of the Musieal 
Bow,” American Anthropologist, Vol. 10, pip. 377-^80, and in 1899 
by Henry Balfour, The Natural History of the Musical Bow (Oxford: 
Oxford University Press, 1899), pp. 38-47. The most recent source' 
we’ve found is Musical Instruments of the World: An Illustrated 
Encyclopedia (New York: Paddington Press Ltd., 1976)) p. 166, 
which describes musical bows as “commonly found in Africa, Amer- 
ica, and Asia,” and shows a number of examples. 
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PLATE 75 “Put the other 
knotted end through the split 
in the other end of the stick. 
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PLATE 76 “Bend the stick 
and wrap the string around it 
several times to increase the 
tension. You see, that makes 
it come up tighter. 


Mi 
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PLATE 77 “Then you take 
beeswax and you rub that dp 
and down your thread. That 
makes the two strands stick 
together and makes it sound 
louder. ” 



PLATE 79 Before Babe 
played the songbow S|ie 
licked the string, saying/ it 
would make it sound lo^ijder. 

,J Here Babe shows thereof rect 
way to hold a songbpiv iyt your 
mouth. 
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PLATE f 78 The finished 
songbofo. During the inter- 
view- Babe used Doug’s knife/ 
‘Tie handed it to me open and 
I’m giving it back the same 
way, because it’s bad luck, if 
you close it yourself and hand 
it back to him. You’re sup- 
posed to give it back to him 
the same way he gave it to 
you.” * 


It appears that the musical bow may have come to America by 
Way of both Africa and Asia. Sybil Marcuse says that musical bo|vs 
* /found on the East Coast of Central and South America may hive 
/ African derivation, yet shepoints out that miisical bows of northwest- 
ern American Indians bear a relationship to those of Asia and, the 
Pacific ( A Survey of Musical! Instruments, pp, 1 79-80. As far as we know, 
there is no tradition of musical bows in Europe or the British Isles, 
so such an influence can be sufficiently ruled out here. 
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WOODEN LOCKS 


F I ^he idea for this chapter 
I came from One of our 
JL magazine subscribers, 
Mrs. Hazel DeMent, who now lives i(n Pontiac, Michigan. She remem- 
bered as a child seeing wooden, hand.-carved locks, with wooden 
tumblers and whittled wooden keys on various buildings around 
her grandfather’s farm in eastjern North Carolina. Her letter read, 
in part, “My grandfather, who was born in eastern North Carolina 
in 1842, used to make them'jland I’d be so glad to know : if they 
were his invention "or if,, Jhe-leatned to make them from some older 
person. We had those locks, measuring 6«i/2" by 9", on the great 
house, kitchen, and corn crib. All these locks got lost, strayed, or 
stolen except one, which my father took off one of the doors for 
safekeeping. That one also disappeared. So none of us knew whether 
Grandpa made them (invented them) or not because when he was 
living, and when my father who could probably have told us was 
living, we were not interested in such things.’’ 

We had never seen such locks, but we began looking. Two years 
later, we still had not found anything resembling what she had de- 
scribed on any farms in our area, when another letter arrived from 
her. It included a copy of a .newspaper article that appeared in the 
September 28, 1976, edition of the Rocky Mount, North Carolina, 
- Telegram . The article told. of an exhibition of locks on view in that 
town sponsored by the Schlag^ Lock Company, and it pictured, a 
wooden pin-tumbler lock in use before the birth of Christ. The 
caption below the picture read, “The first mechanical locks — made 
of wood — wenf probably created by a number of civilizations at the 
same time. This wooden lock was found in the Tenimber IslesJDutch 
East Indies). The key is th<r smaller stick.” 

With renewed interest, we went to see John Rice Irwin, who owns 
the _ Museum of Appalachia in Norris, Tennessee. True to form, 
John Rice, who always seems to have the answers to any questions 
we can throw his way, walked out with us to one of his buildings 
and showed us two wooden locks in a display case. The locks were 


PLATE 80 Inside view of 
one of the Wpoden locks at 
John Rice Irwin’s museum 
with the tumblers, key, and 
bolt in place. 
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PLATE 82 The same lock as 
it would look mounted* on a 
door. When the key is in- 
serted (at arrow) and pushed 
upward, it's* teeth lift the tum- 
blers up out of the notches 
in the bolt, allowing the bolt 
to be shd baqk out of the 
doorjamb, and the door to 
open. 



nearly identical to the one pictured in the Telegram, and they had . 
been used on farms in the? mountains nekr John Rice’s museum. 
He told us t ha L such locks were fairly comihon in the Appalachians 
and were usually found on the smokehouses— the only buildings 
that people felt really needed to be locked. We photographed the 
museum’s locks and returned home. 

Several rfrtwtths later, while interviewing Hershel House in Mor- * 
gant'own, Kentucky>about making flintlock rifles [Foxfire 5, pp. 296— 
343], we mentioned the Lock' search, and he laughed and took us 
to a nearby farm, where a wooden lock was* still in place on a barn 
door. We photographed that one also. .■>'/ 

A continued search for Such locks in our Own county remained 
fruitless, however, for. another year until Mrs. Isaac Lovell, not even 
knowing we were searching for such an item; called us completely 
independently to tell us th'at her husband h a d j u stun ade^some thing 
that we might like to see. Benson Justus, Tim Henderson, ^ucf Pat 
Marcellino went to the Lovell Lome in Tiger, and Isaac pulledTut'' 
a wooden lock. It was nearly identical to those we'had alr&ady docu- 
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PLATE 83 A lock in place 
on a barn door near Morgan- 
town, Kentucky. An unusually 
long bolt (arrow) passes 
through a second block of 
wood adjacent to and to the 
right of the lock. 


PLATE 84 The top of the lock (arrow) is visible in this view of the upper section 
of the barn doors. / 
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PLATE 85 The doors, pegged^ 
together by wooden pegs, open 
and close on wooden hinges (see 
Plate 86). 
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PLATE 86 



PLATE 87 The Isaac Lovell lock from the inside. 

merited. As Benson took photographs, Pat took notes: and wrote 
the following: As far as Isaac knows, his ^reat- grandfather was the 
first in his family to move to Rabun County. Isaac himself was born 
in 1915 on Timpson Creek in the Lake Burton area. When .the 
Take Burton dam was built in 1918, the family was forced to move. 
They settled in Clarkesville, Georgia, and Isaac in later years moved 
back to the Bridge Creek section of Tiger, where he and his wife 
live today. , 

Isaac’s father, Carlton Lovell, was a farmer and used a wooden 
lock on his smokehouse door. Isaac got interested in the lock when 
he was a boy, and so his father showed him how to make one, 
and he made one by himself. During the same period, he noticed 
them on many outbuilding doors in our area. 


PLATE 88 The same lock with the bolt removed to show the slot and pin (arrow), 
which prevent the bolt from being completely removed from the lock. ,The block 
on the left represents the doorjamb. ’ ■ 
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Not long ago, .he asked his wife if she had ever seen one. Wherfv 
she said no, he said he would make one to show her how the^ 
worked. When it was finished, she was sure we would be interested 
and so she called us. 

There was one significant difference between the other locks we 
had seen and Isaac s: The addition of a pin on the bolt and a corre- 
sponding slot in the floor of the lock to prevent the bolt from being 
completely removed (see Plate 92). 

Isaac was also able to tell us how the locks he saw as a child 
were attached. Four holes were drilled in the lock — one'aj each 
corner — and through the door. Two long pieces of wrought iron 
were then bent into a V U” shape so that the two prongs of each 
would fit through two of the holes in the lock (one through the 
top two holes and one through th'e bottom two), and through the 
door with plenty to spare on the inside of one door. Then the two 
pieces of iron were heated, set in place to pin the lock to the door, 
and their ends, while hot, were bent ovey inside the door. t Water 
dashed on the metal caused it to shrink and bind the lock tightly 
into place, making it almost impossible to get off. The key, which 
was hung by the kitchen door, was essential to get the door open. 


✓ 
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: / Isaac told us that the function of the locks was not so much to 
keep out robbers, but to keep out the children who might leave 
the door open allowing dogs to get into the smokehouse and eat 

the meat inside. . ■ 

‘ • ■ 

Using a pattern from one of John Rice’s locks, two of pur students, 
Shayne Beck and Marty Henderson, made a lock in the school’s 
shop. Photographs of that lock, along with the other photographs 
we made, apcf several diagrams, are included here for your interest. 

Article by Bensen Justus, Tim Henderson, Pat Marcelhno, Shayne Beck, 
Marty Henderson, and Ronnie Welch. 
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ERNEST RIDDLE * " . v 

W hen Harvey J. Miller 
[see pages 453-87] 
heard that we were 

^looking for someone who could talk to us about how shoes used 
to be made completely by hand, he thumbed through his notes 
and came up with the name of Ernest Riddle near Spruce Pine, 
North Carolina. Harvey came along with us, and .we found Ernest 
-K iv at work in his cement-block shoe shop — a shop that he now keeps 
open only several days a week by choice, even though he has enough 
requests for repair work to keep him busy full time. While we were 
there, a constant stream of customers came through the door inter- 
|. rupting our interview, but giving us a firsthand look at the reasons 

| his repu^tiqp has spread throughout his part of the state: If a shoe" ., 

can be- repaired at all, he can do it, and he’ll do if more inexpensively 
and more carefully than anyone else around. It seemed ;to us that 
many of the shoes he was working on were getting rmjich better 
treatment than they'deserved. \ ■ \ 

Ernest learned the craft from his father. He can r (‘member many 
times when his fathef would eat supper after working all day in 
his shop, and then, 7 in the three or four hours left before bedtime,' 
sit down with the tools and the leather he had in the -house and 
make one more pair of sh«es by hand fay afiother customer. Ernest 
still has his father’s tools, and he allowed- us to photograph them 
for this article. 

. Ernest lives just up the gravel road from his shop with his wife, 
Ena Foglesong Riddle. They livejn a beautiful Vtohe house with 
an immaculate front yard surrounded by a privet hedge that screens 
out the outside world. Flower beds are everywhere. Though three 
of r their children — Helen, Kenneth, .and John — have moved awq^; 
one daughter, Ernestine, liv,es next door to provide welcome family 
company. /. . . ;• 
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Though Ernest does not riiakci shoes for ciustomers anymore, he 
still makes a pair for himself occasionally, saying, “I’d rather have 
the homemade shoes because, thdy’re more comfortable (the lasts 
are made to fit the shape of your foot exactly, and then the shoes 
are shaped around those lasts)' and they last 1 longer. I usually get 
anywhere from three to five yearsjout of a pair I make myself.” 

He worked with us for most of the morning showing us, with 
paper, patterns,, how the various pieces of the kind of shoe his father 
made fitted together, despite the, 'fact that hq was skeptical as to 




■ ■ ■ 

'.M- ' ■ ■ : 1' Z '»'• - • . J i 

SI 

0 $: |: 

.IlliiSlpi. r_ 


■ ft. - < 







. F ’ L 




■£ m 


PLATE 99 A sign in the window of Ernest’s shop. 


whether we could ever explain the process clearly enpugh so that 
someone might be able to . make a patr of his own. “I don’t, care 
how many books you read,’ he said, “it takes actual experience to 
really know how to make a pair.” , 

True. But thanks to Ernest, We know a lot more- about the process 
now than we did when we began the 5 earch for an old-time shoe- 
maker. : I ]. < * i 


[Article and photographs by' Tina 'Smith, Karen Jones, and John Bowen 
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Mv grandfather was a farmer. He and my grandmother, were of 
Scots-Irish descent, but they were born and raised in the mountains 
here — North Carolina natives. My grandfather was not a shoemaker, 
but my father was. He was twelve years old at the close of the Civil 
War, and when he was fourteen, he agreed to work a three-year 
apprenticeship for a tanner that was on Bear Creek between Spruce 
Pine and Bakersville. He got eight and one-third cents a day for 
the first year, sixteen and two-thirds cents a 'day' for the second 
year, and a quarter a day for the third year. During the second 
year, he got married and saved enough oyt of his wages to buy a 
cow r so he and his wife would have milk and butter. 5 

When he finished the third year of his apprenticeship, he went 
■down to Marion and took charge of a tannery for a dollar a day.; 
He said he thought that he was making the best money of <§nybody 
in the country. At that time, there was very few people who got 
over twenty-five cents a day, and he was making a dollar a day to 
manage this tannery, which was a good-sized tannery at that time. 
But he quit tanning altogether in 1911/ 

I was born in Bakersville, where my father had a tannery. Then, 
when I was one year old, we went to Erwin, Tennessee, where he 
had another tannery for several years. Then we came to Burnsville, 
where he was a shoemaker. I was raised up in his shoemaking shop. 
In the evening after school I could either go home and work or 
go to. the shop 3md work. I’d rather go to the shop than go home 
to chop wood or work in the garden. I didn’t like that. 
s To make a pair of shoes, the first step, of course, ;; is to get the 
leather. Neighbors would slaughter a beef and bring the raw hides 
in to my father and he would tan them on the shares — tan the hide 
and take one half as his fee and give them the other half. That 
was a common setup back when I was a child. Then he’d sell his 
half of the hide, of work it into shoes or harness or whatever he 
wanted to use it for to get his money out of his labor. And there 
was more to tanning a hide than you might think. My father always 
figured that it took about a year from beginning to end because 
there was a lot of lost time in there. He’d never promise a finished 
hide in less than a year. 

I remember the process they used. They’d take the raw hides 
when they first came off the animal and put them in a strong solution 
of lime Water. That was madptvith unslaked lime’Shoveled into water 
in a big vat dug out in the ground. The vat measured about eight 
feet wide by ten feet long — -big enough so the hides would go in 
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flat— and it was lined with heavy oak or locust boards. Every tannery 
would have five or six of those vats. 

They’d usually process more than one hide at a time' and those 
hides would be pegged together by their ends with wooden pegs. 
They’d be set in the vat accordion-fashion, and there was a windlass 
over tfle vats. Every day they’d wind the hides out — since they were 
pegged together, they’d follow each other out in 4 long string — 
and there stir up the solution with a long pole with a paddle on 
the end of it. Get it stirred up good and then wand the hides back 
in again. 

The hides would stay in that lime water about three to five days — 
whatever it took for the hair to come loose. Then they’d put the 
hide over a special bench. Usually it was made out of a log. They’d 
go to the w oods and find^a-big log— hollow if possible, as this would 
cut down the weight a lot — and peel the bark off' of it and have it 
smooth. Then they’d cut about a six-foot section out and put two . 
legs into one end. The legs would be long enough so that that 
end would be abohr waist high. The other end would be cut at an 
angle so that it -would fit flush against the floor. They’d drape the 
hide over that and, leaning against the end of the , log, they’d push 
the hair off^ with a special knife that had a blade about two feet 
long. The knife had a dull blade, and the log was oval and smooth, 
so the hide wouldn’t be cut in anf way. 

When the hair was off, they’d turn the hide over and push the 
flesh off the same way. Then they’d put those hides into a clear, 
strong saltwater solution in another vat for three or four days. They’d 
still be wet, and they’d be pinned together like before. That step 
was called pickling. 

Then they’d take them out of "there and put them in another 
vat that was set up so that fresh water ran through it constantly. 
Sometimes they’d run a creek through it. That would wash. the hides 
and get all the salt and lime out of the pores of the hide. 

Then they’d grind up tan bark, which was either chestnut oak 
or hemlock bark that was gathered in the spring of the year when 
the sap first came out. People would peel that bark off and haul it 
into the tanneries, and the tanneries would buy 'enough of that in 
the spring to run them for the complete year. And the bark mill 
that they ground the bark up with was pulled by a mule hooked 
to a long sweep, and the mule would walk in' a circle around and 
around that mill [just like making syrup] and the man would drop 
bark down, in the hopper of the mill and it would come out down 
at the bottom ground up real fine. 
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I guesfS they used those particular trees because the tannic acid 
in them was stronger in their bark than it was in any other trees 
ill the area. They’d cut those trees and get the bark off of them 
and then let the logs lay there and rot — or they’d burn them. Ju^t 
the'Tark was what theyHvere after. Then a few of them would drag 
1 the logs out to sawmills, but not many.- That was, a real waste. 

Then "they’d take that ground bark and put it in another vat in 
a layer, and then put in a hide, and then more bark and then another 
hide and keep building that up with hides and bark until it was 
, full. The hides would still be pinned together like before. Then 
they’d run water in over that and keep those hides in there for 
about ninety days. Every few days they’d wind the hides out and 
add- a little- mare .bark and water and stir it up and .put the hides 

back in. The ooze out of that bark made a iiquid that penetrated 

tfie pores of the skins and that’s what tanned them. 

Then they’d take the hides out and hang them up to dry just 
like clothes on a clothesline, and then put them on a big table and 
work grease into them to soften them and make them pliable. That 
grease was mostly a mixture of fish oil and tallow rendered out of 
any 'animal, like a beef. The hides had to be dry, though, before , 
they’d take that oil. Then if they were going to make black leather, 
they’d use lampblack, also, and later they’d work that into the grain 
side— or the side the hair had come off of. They’d work that in, by 
hand on a big table where they could spread the whole hide out. 

Then they’d split that hide eight down the back following [where 
the backbonej Had b e enT Th ey ’d Wake-two pi eceso utqf- ft-,, -and - 
each one was called a side. 1 

Now to make a good pair of shoes, the leather has' to be carefully 
selected. Where the best steaks; come out of the apimal is where 
the best quality of leather is.' Fob, instance, on the hips, that makes 
better sole leather. Down in the belly and flanks (the cull leather)— 
that went into harness, bridles, blinders, and stuff likp that. It wasn’t 
too good qualify, but it worked. But the leather off the hips was 
better quality and would wear longer and had more form and didn’t 
have near the stretch in it that the thinner leather had. It would 
hold its shape better. 1 l ° ■ j 

The thread used was made from flax. I still use flax thread h/ere. 

It’s made in Louisiana qr Mississippi, I believe. Cotton threadjwill 
work, but it doesn’t have nearly the durability as flax has. And 1 the 
old shoemakers, they’d twist that thread together to make heavier 
strands, and then; they’d- run that' over a chunk of wax to make 
the strands hold together so they could sew with it. 


PLATE 101 A peg rasp with a long handle and a head that swivels to fit the 
inside of a boot. Peg rasps are used to rasp off the points o,f wooden pegs that 
come through the insole into fhe inside of the shoe or boot. 

For shoelaces, they’d- cut a narrow strip of leather out of the soft 
part of the hide. It would be a square strip — not round, of course. 
An d then some p epple Used ground-hog .hide, fo r laces , They tanned 
it. the same way, and it was supposed to be the toughest and the 
stoutest of any hide. ' 

In making shoes, E>ad used mostly hand tools such as hammers 
and knives, nippers, pegging awls, etc. Nippers are used to pull 
the upper of the shoe over the - terst to shape it before attaching 
the sole. Pegging awls are used to make the holes to drive the wooden 1 
pegs in. The hammers or mailed are used to drive the awls with; 




PLATE 102 Heel shaver for 
shaving off the outside edges 
of soles and heels, especially 
on women’s shoes, where the 
heels are higher and more 
curved. 


PLATE 103 Shank lasters 
for drawing the uppers over 
the last and getting out all the 
wrinkles in the leather. 


% 


PLATE 104 Saddle ham- 
mers for tacking wooden pegs 
into leather, especially on sad- 
dles where the, long heads of 
the hammers help the shoe- 
maker get 'into difficult, hard - 
to.-reach places. 
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PLATE 105 A round knife gpff 
for cutting leather. The tool, |||f 
used mostly in harness work, ||§f K 1 
is pushed through the leather. jp§ 
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PLATE 106 A gauge, knife 
for cutting leather into strips 
of a certain width. The blade 
is set to the desired width - us- 
ing the metgl rule, and then 
the leather is pulled through 
between the blade and the 
handle. 
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knife in action. 


The gauge 




mm* 


:■ i -• . f V*V^' . v V ^ ' T „ :V. T * 

•• . A- • : >r / vr- 


. G V;' ; ~ 


■■ . A* ' • t/ 

v^ v v' ,r*y 

• ; v ••• •• A r ’ < < , ; l . V A ’ 






lili 









FOXFIRE 6 




* v ■*''■ 

iff k^Sj rss% Ep ';*, * 

1 P - 1 " t! T> V: 3* 'f'n ’•'>'.- 

' -&i. . ‘i^X? • '. >•• - . &d£« 


| pg|| 




iffe PLATE io8 A rounding 


(c. ihc desircd (iiairu !er. 


felR-T' ,V' ; - ; - 


PLATE 109 The hrisde is 
twirled between two fingers t <5 
wrap its end tightly .with 
thread. Then the - bristle is 
twirled backward a’rhalf turn 
to open a° loop of thread at 
the end. The point of the bris- 
tle is fed through, this loop to 
make a knot,, and - then the 
thread is waxed over to hold 
it tightly in place. 


\ „ / 


It’s all hand work. There weren’t any mechanized tools at all at 
that time. You did the sewing by hand with two needles that were 
steel needles or bristles. Bristles out of a hog’s back. Wax that on 
the end and it will follow the hole you made with the awl — even if 
it was a curved hole. That was the object in using a bristle. It was 
•flexible and would follow that curved hole;. I hunted for some here 
yesterday. I’ve got a pack somewhere that I’ve had for years, but I 
never did find them. I wouldn’t know of anybody anymore now 
that’d know how to put a wax thread on a bristle and make it stay 
so they could sew with it. 

Now many people had. their own lasts — that’s the wooden form 
in the shape of a foot that the shoe is shaped around. They’d find 
a shoe that fit them and they’d tear that shoe apart when it was 
worn out and ma’ke a wooden last to fit that foot. Then they’d save 
that and bring their lasts when they brought their hide in to have 
it tanned to have their shoes made. 
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If they didn’t have lasts*, the shoemaker would measure their feet 
and try to find a pattern that fit. \They’d use the lasts they had. 
My father had patterns. Back when he made shoes he had to have 
patterns for different sizes and so on. I can remember patterns hang- 
ing- in the shop against the wall for different size shoes, different 
styles, whatever he had orders for. And I remember when he had 
tables i^ill of lasts — I guess all you could haul in a pickup truck — 
all different sizes. But there weren’t many styles. Mostly they were 
all just plain lace-up shoes. A lot of , women’s shoes had buttons 
on them. And then there were rough/heavy work shoes called brp- 
gans. In the morning sometimes it Avould be so cold you couldn’t 
put them on stiff. On those, the leather for the uppers would be 
turned inside out with the flesh side or the fuzzy side to the outside, 
and the smooth side next to the foot. They’d turn water better if 
the leather was turned inside out. I don’t know why, but it would 
turn water better. And it makes the shoes smoother inside, too, to 
turn the outside in. 

* =9 

A shoe usually had four main pieces of leather not counting the 
sole, the insole, or the heel. That’s the vamp (or the toe and tongue 
part), the two quarters, and the leather cap that . covered the toe. 
For the vamp, he’d select the best part of the leather. That’s where 
. almost, all of the v wear- comes because that’s where the sHoe bends 
and wrinkles. An inferior piece of leather would give way. 

Here’s how you put a shoe together: You stitch the vamp and 
the quarters together first. Then the quarters are sewed together 
in the back of the shoe with the edges out (or the flaps out), and 
then a small strip would be added up the back of the shoe to cover 
that seam where the tw ; o pieces are joined. ; a ■■■■•'• 

v Then the insole is cut out to fit the last. (Actually, you can cfit 
\the insole out first, fit it to the last, then sew the two quarters together ’ 
v>it£t your flax thread and theii add the vamp. If you use a cap on 
the t'oe^it goes across next. Then you start shaping the upper over 
the last. Wet it and stretch^it to conform to the shape of the last 
and the size of the shoe you want. When you get that stretched 
and shaped over the last, you should have about 'a half-inch to three- 

quarters-inch lap orKthe underside of the last to attach the. sole. 

through. On the bottortxof the last, the insole piece conies first 
and is tacked down in plachxvith a couple of tacks (one irTthe toe 
. — ...and— one in the heel): Then theNtmper is lapped around, and as it 
is stretched into place, it is tackecfxjown through the insole into 
the last. The sole goes onto the ' top of that; and if you want a 
heel, you add that onto the top of the sole> 
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PLATE 1 1 8 With the insole 
already tacked in place on the M 
last, the upper is pulled down 
over the insole with the last- 
ing nippers /and pegged; The 
hammer built- into the nippers 
is u^&d to drive the pegs. 


PLATE 1 1 § Another type of 
last (the top section is pulled 
out of the finished shoe Hie- 
ing the bottom section). Er- 
nest used twb pieces of scrap 
leather" to show us how the 
lap of the upper is pegged 
through the insole into the 
last. \ 
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PLATE 121 A cross section \ 
of a' shoe from the back show- 
ing how the top of the shoe ! 
is looped and sewed for the 
evelet holes. 


Before the sole is put on, you remove the tacks that are in the 
insole, as you wouldn’t be able to get at them to take them out 
after the sole is in place. As you draw the upper over the last, you 
can begin putting on the sole, pegging it down right through the 
lap of the upper and the insole as you go through holes punched 
with the pegging awl. Or you can fasten the upper’s lap with wooden 
pegs as you shape it, and then as you add the sole, remove the 
wooden pegs and replace them with new ones that go throu^i the 
sole and the upper. That way you only have one row of wqoden 
pegs~all the way around the shoe, and hot double and triple rows. 
As tacks are removed and replaced with pegs, the tacks are kept 
for the next job. The heefis made of layers of leather pegged to 
the sole with longer pegs. , . 'V 

For stitching the uppers, holes for the thread are punched through 
the leather with the sewing aVl. They didn’t do any more of that 
than they had to. When you’re doing it by hand, you don’t want 
an excessive amount of stitching— decorative stitching wopld be left 
off completely. Nor would there be any stitching around the top 
of the uppers — tjiat would be left plain. 

Where the eyeless went, they’d double the leather over and stitch 
the back part inside the shoe. Holes would be punched through 
for the laces. If the leather was' real heavy, that section wouldn’t 
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have to be. doubled at all. To soften the leather on the shoes, Neat’s- 
foot oil was often used, or fish oil or mutton tallow. 

How long the shoes lasted depended on how much you wore 
them, but most people figured on getting a year out of a pair of 
shoes. If you wore them out before the year was out, you went 
barefooted until you got another pair. . y 

WILLIE UNDERWOOD , r •’/'.> 

My grandparents, Willie and Bessie, Underwood — “Papa Willie” 
and “Manta Bessie” to all us grandchildren- — live just a half mile 

off a well-traveled highway. It seems much longer, though, because 

their graveled driveway twists a'rjgl turn's and takes you up and dratm 
bumpy little hills till you reach their house sitting alone in a cleared 
area on a mountainside.^ They | live in a house built ot fidrd oak 
boards. It was originally an “IT-shaped house, to which Papa Willie ^ 
has added two more rooms. At least six generations of Mama Bessie’s^ 
family have lived in this house. 

It is a'wann, comfortable, home;pplace. Walking in the fiyant door-, 
the first thing you see are deer horns on the opposite wall. Behind, 
the door is a gun cabinet with three or four guns standing up inside, d 
There are also turkey claws and a turkey’s beard in there. Fishing 
poles sUtnd in the corner between the wall and the gun cabinet. 

In the bfg old kitchen, there; are old-grney dish cabinets, an antique 
‘pie?safe, an old treadle sewirig machine, and lots/of other interesting 
utensils and furniture. , , - / 

Before getting , to the house, there is a rock storage cellar on 
the right and dog houses along both' sides of the driveway with a ? 
coon or deer dog chained to each one — seven in all. Papa Willie’s s; - 
favorites are Queenie, a‘ coon dog, and Beagle, a deer dog. He’s 
had both of them for as long as I can remember. His, hobbies are 
fishing, hunting, and gardening. He hunts mostly in Rabun Gounty. 

My brother, Bobby, and I often go fishing with him down on Tugalo 
Lake, camping -oue ©vernight. We usually catch catfish, and some- 
times a bream or two. ’ 

When Papa W’illie was a boy, he usually worked in the garden. 

He has told me that when he was very small, his mother made him 
a little hoe using a cornstalk as a JhJoe handle. For as lopg as I can 
remember, he has always had a garden with plenty of corn and 

'"Tomatoes’. f . T 

As an adult he has worked in many places doing a variety of 
jobs.- While he served in the Army in World War II, he made special 
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shoes for crippled soldiers. After getting out of service, he forked 
for Bob Vickers and Bud Scroggs in Clayton, Georgia, repairing 
shoes. He took agricultural training under the G. Bill. Besides* 
farming, he has worked as an auto mechanic in Clayton and Toccoa, 
Georgia. Although officially “retired” now, he is back working ‘as 
a mechanic for Rabun County. He’s seventy yeanst,p|d but still looks 
and acts a lot younger than that to me. 

The idea for this piece started when I got to asking some questions' 
about the origins of my baby chair. From there we talked about' 
the clocks^ other* chairs, and some antique tools of Papa Willie’s. 
For me, it was realjv unusual to see how people used to make shoes. 

KIM HAMILTON 

Article and photographs by Craig Carlton , Nina Folsom, Kim Hamilton, 
Dana Holcombe, and Jeff Giles 

« 

papa willie: “The first, shoes I remember around here were rough. 
I’ve seen them where what stitching there was was done with whang 
leather, which is squirrel skin. They’d take the hair oft with ashes 
and water, and then wash it and work it and cut it into strips. Same 
thing for the laces — ground-hog hide, squirrel skin, cat hide, any- 
thing almost. It was rough. Those people were up in the woods. 

“And at the time I’m talking^about, there wasn’t much right and 
left to a shoe. The lasts were straight and you could wear your 
shoe one day on one foot and one day on the other. I mean it 
was that straight, now. That’s- true. Now that is true. 

“I was ten years old' and you could still buy straight last shoes. 
’Course now they cut your feet up. You couldn’t hardly tell one 
foot from the other until you finally broke them. You’d have to 
get them wet before they’d shape to your feet where you could 
wear ’em. 

■» * 

'“There were four or five people around that made shoes. Usually 
they swapped them for work. Money didn’t amount to too much 
then.” - - . 

The early shoes were made using almostno tools. A pocket knife, 
'-a- punching- -tool -of some- sort, and ,-a« -last. -are. about all that .were . 
required. 

Leather for the shoes was tanned by soaking the cow hides for 
months in an oqtc made from chestnut oak bark and water. This 
was usually done in a tanning trough made by hollowing out a log 
in much the same way a dugoul canoe might be made. 




PI, ATE i 23 The tools Willie used to make a shoe for us. The last has a removable 
midsection so that it can be slipped out of the finished shoe. The strips ofleather 
tacked to its front outer edge were probably added by the owner to increase the 
size of the la^f so that the next shoes made on it 'would better fit his foot. 

The other tools, clockwise, are a shoe hammer, pegging awl (made out of a 
nail set in a block of wood), a punch (which Willie made out of an old Army 
knife), a package of sewing needles, a forming tool (similar to a rasp), needle- 
nosed pliers for pulling needles through the leather, wooden pegs, and leather 
snips. 


PLATE 1 24 A lacing tool 
Willie made i.frojTL _a„" dinner^ 
knife. The tool punches holes 
in the leather for stitching;. 
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According to Willie, the best leather for shoes comes from a sec- ’ j 
tion about sixteen inches wide by twenty-four incheslong on either 
side of the backbone right over the kidneys.. The leather that, comes . j 
from the neck is thick and can be used for heels, but' it is fibrous' 
and not of the prime quality that was preferred. The thinner sections, 
called flanky leather, could be used if the other was not available. | 

Early shoes made in this area were extremely simple. Rather than* 
"''Having twp quarters, which would have to be sewn together up the ! 
back, the quarters were cut out of one piece of leather. The vamp 
and longue were also one piece of leather. This meant that the 
only stitching that had to bejfane was along the two*short “I seams,” 
where the vamp and th^^^^rter were joined, _^^^^stitchin-g was 
usually done Ayith whan^Kather. The shoes w^gg&'ot reinforced 
^anhe^eyetefs, 'nor "did t hey have caps?. Leather vlps were "added 
across the toes when the toes wore through. The toe would be j 
taken loose from the sole, the cap set in and pegged to the sole . j 
and toe, and then it was “whanged” (sewed with whang leather) 
across the top. 

A heel spur, or pointer, was sometimes used, as this was another 
area of The shoe tifex •wore quickly”, but Jit was not found on all the j 

• shoes. . 

Leather for the shoes was cut out according to a pattern made.^ 
to fit the person’s foot. Then the pieces. J^'ere soaked, -usually for y • 
twenty-four hours, to make them pliable and easy to Work. 1 his t 
process was called “casing.” Other advantages of working the leather * 
darnp were that it was easier to jDunch the holes; t the flax thread 
(if it was available) or whang leather being used for stitching would 
pull into the damp leather, making J a smoother job; and the leather, • , 
as it dried, would dry around the wooden pegs and bihd them tightly 
into place. The pegs would wear down at the same rate as the leather. 

The first step was generally^ to sew (he vamp and the quarter 
together at the two I seams. The hair side of the leather was kept 
To the inside. Willie explained that this helped the shoes last longer, «, 
and also helped them seal up better so they wouldn t leak as badly. 
Then the insole was tacked to the last in two places (at the heel 
and toe), and, the upper drawn down over the insole and pulled 

right ly into .pbc£..wiihJfiax..t.hre.ad..0.r..whangJeathe,r v ^pm^Um^§-^ 

piece of carved hickory wood was slipped into place at this, point 
to make a crude arch. At the points where the uppers wrinkled or 
doubled up, swallowforks, or V-shaped notches, were cut* to allow 
the overlap of the upper to lie flat against the insole allqthe way 
’around. 





PLATE 126 Orf some old 
shoes, stitching was dojie with 
homegrown' ftax and hog- 

bristle needles. * Here, with 

cotton, Willie shows us how 
to join homemade, hand- 
twisted thread to the needle 
in a process called "‘making 
a wax end.” 
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PLATE 128 Actual stitching 
wi th ' thread* 'was* done fi g 
two needles or bristles. No 
knots are tied in the thread, 
which is crisscrossed through 
the holes and pulled tight. 
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PLATE 130 The upper portion of the shoe Will ie made for us, as it looked sewn 
together. This shoe, unlike many older ones, has a heel spur. 


PI ATE 131 Underneath, 
thread has Teen used to hold 
the leather around the last 
and over the insole prior to 
pegging on the sole. A piece 
of carved hickory is in place 
to make an arch. 
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PI. A I K 138 The pegs are 
driven in far enough away 
from the sole’s edge that they 
will go through both the outer 
soie, the edges of the uppers, 
and the insole. ! 



PLATE 139 Excess sole is 
now trimmed off with a pocket 
knife. Sohie^shoe makers used 
a lip knife, which had a guard 
at the tip so- the upper would 
not be cut accidentally. 


PLATE 140 Then the sole 
is attached with fifteen to 
twentv-Hve long pegs . . . 
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The sole was put into place and pegged with maple pegs, a double 
row being added at the shank, the narrow portion of the sole and 
the area of greatest strain when the shoe is being worn. The heel, 
made of layers of leather and built up to the desired height, was 
pegged into place with longer pegs. ’ 1 ; . 

A tool called a “float” was used to trim off the points of the 
pegs on the^ inside of the shoe (or “float the ends of your pegs 
off’’), and a thin leather pad was sometimes added to the v inside 
to make the shoes more comfortable. 

To finish the shoes, beeswax and beef tallow or coon oil would 
be melted together and smeared alL, over them while still warm. 
This would help seal them and make them more waterproof* and 
would help preserve the leather. The older shoes leaked a good 
bit anyway, but fhis process helped. 

The laces were then cut out. Some people used a gauge knife 
like the type demonstrated by Ernest Riddle in the previous section, 
'but" "shoemakers like Willie would just gauge the w r idth with their 
fingers and cut the laces with a pocket knife. As he said, “I nerve- 
cut most of mine.” • 


TOYS AND GAMES / 
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P lay is in the nature of all 
children. In some chsds, 
th^y play with toys ahd 
games manufactured and marketed nationally. In some cases they 
play with toys and garnets made for them by parents out of love, 
or lack of money, or both. .In the vacuum created by the absence* 
of entertainment provided by others, children create their owri. 

We began researching the following two chapters years ago /with 
the notion that in our mountains, long before there were stores, 
the earliest settlers must have developed, games and toys for/ their 
children that were “typically Appalach||$” We soon found,; how- 
ever, -that the origins of those we foundWere hopelessly scrambled. 
Immigrants had come into the area bringing with them memories, 
of garths and toys from numerous other countries and traditions 
and cultures, hadanade copies for their children, and had sometimes 
altered them to fit a new environment and sometimes ndt. And 
those children, in turn, had made copies for their children, and 
had sometimes altered them yet again and sbmetimes not.! People 
from different backgrounds bumped up against each other in these 
mountains and traded and combined ideas and produced new off- 
shoots, the origins of which simply disappeared into the mist. Stanley 
Hicks, a favorite contact interviewed first for Foxfire 3 (pp. 139-57), 
was able to tell us, “Dad would make us little old toy horses, toy 
steers, toy wagons, wheelbarrows, dancers- — all made out of wood. 

I mean it was all made by hand.’’ But he couldn’t tell us where 
the idea' for a toy like a dancer (or top) had come from within his 
own family. Certainly it would not be considered traditionally Appa- 
lachian, since tops have been around nearly forever, but was the 
specific pattern Stanley’s father used handed down within the family 
or conceived on the spot out of necessity? You see part of the prob- 
lem we faced. 

Also blurring the origins was the crafts revival that 'hit the moun- 
tains before the turn of the century, partly as a means^ of preserving 
some of the handicrafts in the face of increasing mechanization, 
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and partly as a well-intentional effort to give mountain people addi- 
tional sources jof income by building on skills they already possessed. 
The movement, well documented by Allen Eaton in 'Handicrafts of 
' the Southern Highlands (The Russell Sage Foundation, 1937; New 
York: Dover Publications, Inc., 1973), was fostered by crafts centers 
like the Penland Weavers, and Potters in Penland, North Carolina, 
and Berea College’s Fireside and Student Industries in Berea, Ken- 
tucky. It was given impetus by -the formation of the Southern High- 
lands Handicraft Guild in 1929, originally intended as a means by 
which such centers could co-operate in working out common prob-* 
lems such as marketing strategies. And then*it was given further 
strength in the 1930s by government agencies such as the Extension ' 
Division of the Department of Agriculture, (which sponsored 4-H 
Clubs, for example), the TVA, and the Vocational Division of the 
Office of Education. Crafts, including the toys that were originally 
made by children for themselves or by parents for their children, 
were altered to make thefn more marketable Jo the outside world 
and easier to produce, and new ideas for toys: were brought in from 
the outside and added tb older forms, further muddling the origins. 

As Eaton wrote on page 191 of the original study published in it)37 
by the Russell Sage Foundation, “. . . the trend of toy making has 
been toward more conventional types, often original in design but 
in treatment resembling those found in city markets. There are, 
of course, a few examples of toys bearing individuality in both design 
and execution, but most of those intended) for sale outside the moun- 
tains are planned and finished to meet market requirements.” 

What we know for fact, however, is that when our contacts were 
young, the toys and games they used were homemade and not store- 
bought. As Buck Carver said, “Nearly anything we had in those 
days was homemadd. (To tell you the truth, there wa§ very few' toys 
on the market, and what few there were, we couldn’t afford. We , 
just didn’t have the money.” 

And so our research centered on homemade entertainment itself, 
leaving aside, at least for the moment, the origins of the individual 
items ? , All of the contacts we interviewed live within a fifteen-mile 
, radius of us except for Ben Bar' (Clarkes ville, Georgia), Arthur Davis 
(Topcoa, Georgia), Margaret Ow'ens (Cleveland, Georgia), Dave '• 
Pickbtt (Winston-Salem, North Carolina), Willard Watson (Deep 
- Gap, North Carolina), Ernest Franklin (Spruce Pine, North Carolina), 
and Stanley I licks’ and Fred Potter (both of Sugar Grove, North 
Carolina). This is important to note, as it accounts for some regional 
differences: The fact that Stanley Hicks’ jack up a-bush and Helen 
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justice’s hull gull arc essentially the same game, for example. Where 
variations occur, we have included them. 

The informants represent all sides of the overall story of toys 
land games in the mountains. Most of the informants are like/'Edd 
Hodgins, whose roots go back for .generations in Macon County, 
'North Carolina, who spent most of his life as a logger, and ^ho 
now, on occasion, makes toys like the whistles he used to make as 

t l/ * > 1 ** 

<a child either to please his grandchildren or to satisfy the curiosity 
of folks like us. It is Safe to say that what he makes or demonstrates 
-is unaffected by the crafts revival, and into this same category fall 
i informants like Florence and Lawton Brooks, Buck Carver, and Clyde 
jRunion. I •> ** 

| A second category includes contacts like Willard Watson, Kenny 
jRunion, Arthur Davis, and Ben Bar, who now make toys on a small 
(scale, one at a time, for sale as a means of bringing in some extra 
money, but who have only begun to do 1 it since retirement from 
another career. Arthur Davis, for example, was born and raised in 
Toccoa and worked for the Georgia Power Company for thirty-three 
years as a machinist. In sonyo cases, the toys they make are identical 
To those they made in the mountains as boys, but more frequently 
tihe designs and types are influenced by what craft outlets will stock. 

, i Into a third category would fall Margaret Owens, who makes her 
apple-head dollsTor sale as*a hobby when she is not teaching school 
as a paraprofessional ' , __ 

Another category would include a Dave Pickett, whom we first 
interviewed for Foxfire 3 (pp. 160-67). A young man, he makes his 
.entire living m anu facturing toys and cr afts in his shop. The toys, 
are handmade, but they are produced in bulk — sawed out in multiple 
/numbers simultaneously — and so their design is naturally influenced 
by the efficiency and speed with which they can be made, still retain- 
ing the quality necessary for them to be marketable. 

A final category includes a Fred Potter, whose family moved into 
Watauga County, North Carolina, from Harlan County, Kentucky, 
when he was one year old. Hospitalized for twenty-two years with 
a leg problem that left him disabled, Fred makes his living marketing 
the toys that nqm^rous mountain craftsmen produce for him at home 
according to standardized patterns. 

The latter two groups, of course, represent the original aims of 
the crafts revival applied in their most successful forms. The crafts 
survive, although altered somewhat, and create income. They also 
are attracting increasing public attention; see, for example, Dick 
Schnacke’s book, American Folk Toys — How To Make Them (New York: 
i Penguin Books, Inc., 1973 ). 
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The underlying theme that runs through both the sections is that 
a child could (and still can?) be endlessly entertained by alternatives 
to tiieNsquawking, squeaking, flashing plastic options that confront 
us frorrh^very toy counter in the country. This was brought home 
to us vividly. when Edd Hodgins toQk us and his grandchildren into 
the woods jbehind his house and made them each a simple whistle 
to their amazement and delight. There was something immensely 
compelling about both that actr^nd the reactions of* the children, 
something summed up by Kaye Carver (Buck’s daughter), who, as 
a high-school student, wrote in her Introduction to our magazine’s 
first article on toys in 1974: “Thinking back, I know my childhood 
would have been better for me if I had had a few more responsibilities 
around the house, had used my imagination a little more, and had 
used my talking-eating-sleeping-crying-walking doll less.” 

The information in this chapter was collected by John Bowen, 
Mark Burdette, Brenda Carpenter, Maybelle Carpenter, Kaye Carver, 
Kenny Crumley, David Flanagan, Roger Fountain, Anita Hamilton, 
John Helms, Richard Henslee, Karen Jones, Richard Joqbs, Julia 
Justice, Linda Ledford, Tinker McCoy, Dan Melton, Tommy Owens, 
David Lee Payne, Annette Reems, Robert Repps,* Vaughn Rogers, 
Tina Smith, Scott Stewart, Bill Taylor, Mary Thomas, Ronnie Welch, 
and Mitch Whitmire. 


WILLARD WATSON 

Willard Wa tson has become o ne of th e be.&.trknawiL.iQ^„ makers 
in the Appalachians. His photograph appears frequently in newspa- 
pers and magazines, and he' laughs about how rich he’d be if he 
had a nickel for every time sorheone had pointed a camera at him. 
It’s no wonder. The combination of his face’and the toys he shapes 
make him hard to resist. 

Willard was born on June 1, 1905, within a mile of where he 
how lives in the mountains of North Carolina with his wife, who is ‘ 
a fine quiltmaker. He began making toys about fifteen years ago, 
when he became unable to do the strenuous physical labor he had 
done all his life. His new work provides him with a steady income 
and sometimes a tremendous headache, for he is visited constantly 
by tourists and guided tours and groups of students on field trips. 

Willard, like most other- men in the mountains, saw his share of 
hard times while he was growing up. He and his wife got the money . 
they needed for the first four sheets they ever owned when she 
picked up chestnuts and sold them for two and three cents a pound. 
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But despite the fact that they are Better off noV and in much gneater 
contact with the outside world, they still cook on a wood stove and 
maintain many older mountain beliefs and, customs — planting by 
the signs, for example, and stringing leather britelies beans. And 
Willard still contends that his thumbnail is split like a cow 'sj hoof 
because his mother was kicked by 4 cow when she was pregnant 
with him: “‘Before I ever come into jjhis world. I told ’em I didn’t 
mark that. The Creator marked that.’’ U *' 

Phe wood Willard uses varies depending on the job anefthe wood’s 
availabiiitv. He favors lind and buckeye for carving, and also likes 
white pine 'if it has been air dried, riot kiln dried — -a process that* 
make$ d too brittle. Wild cherry is his favorite for use in a turning 
lathe, and he sometimes uses black walnul&hlso, but it “fuzzes up,” 
whereas cherry won’t. 

He claims that the designs he uses for many of his toys come 
not from patterns as much as from things he imagines. “If you 
get anything in your head or mind that you want to do,” he. says, 
“you’ll do it. I see things in my head before 1 do them. I seen 
them wagon wheels before I turned - ’ em out.” / w 

He apparently derives 'ks much satisfaction from his work as do 
the customers who appear at his door. The thing that gives him 
the most satisfaction, iCseems, is the fact that long after he is gone, 
the toys he made will remain behind, carrying his name. “Things 
thatTm doing now,” he says, “are gonna linger on.” 

We can’t speak for al] the things he’s made, but we know that’s 
true of the Willard Watson wagon we have just added to our mu- 
setim. Jt’s one of the finest, and most exclaimed-over, things we 
own. „ 


Article and photographs by Richard Jones, Ronnie Welch, Dan Melton, 
and Mitch Whitmire 

' ' 

0 ' 

Right over there, son, I can show you, is the first pieces I ever 
made. That’s them little yokes. That’s what got me started making, 
and I wound up right where I’m at. I’ve got an ashtray in the house 
that was about the first thing I ever carved out with a knife. It’s a 
naked woman standing in an ashtray. She’s got a red pair of panties 
on and got her horns covered up with a red brassiere, and that’s 
where I started. And it's just what you young folks wants to do. I 
wish I had somebody that would take this on after I take the final 
sleep. 



I work along when I want to, and when I get tired down here, 
1 11 take something-and sit down in the house and work on it there. 
I ve been doing this better than fifteen years, f guess. These dancing 
dolls were around when I was a little kid, but most of the other 
things I make weren’t around then. We’d make pop guns Qut of 
elders, and slingshots. Lord have mercy, , I’ve caused more little boys 
to get their tails whipped than any other rrten I know. Make ’em a 
slingshot and get ’em in trouble. I’vqgot to make some more! When 
the sap gets a little lower I’m gor\na go back to the mountains and 
h un t me a bunch of forks. I ai'h t as big as I used to be about plunder- 
ing around over the woods, but they’s a place back down below 
here and I 11 take my little ax and chop me 6ut a sackful of those 
forks. I keep one here alf the time, and my neighbor’s, dog don’t 
bother me. . . . 
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Well, go back when I was about six or seven years old. The begin- 
ning of this here that you’re all gonna tape is every word true just 
like it happened when I was a little boy. 

There used to be an old gentleman over here by the name of 
Harris Miller, and he went all through the country and to all the 
neighbors’ homes and he made up molasses. He had a little black 
yoke of cattle, and the cattles’ names was Bob and Tom. WelT, it 
was cold of a morning, and I didn’t have no shoes. Now this is 
true. I didn’t have no shoes and my granddaddy would get me out 
of there to drive Jthem little cattle and the frdst on the ground. 
My feet would .get /cold and I’d run to the house and warm them 
and' then comeback and go at it again. ^ 

Well, we made up the molasses, and the windup come and every- 
bodv’d gather in and have a good time. Lots, of times we’d have 
some ofchrmre string-band music and they’ d have-one of them okl- 
time square dances — they Called them shindigs in them days. They’d 
move the things out of the house and here they’d go. 'And they’d 
play maybe three or four hours. Have a good time. Then we’d, do 
the same thing after we topped the corn and pulled the fodder to 
feed the cattle in the wintertime. We’d get the corn all done up 
and have a corn shucking and the neighbors would all gather^in 
and" have one of the finest times you ever seep. 

Good neighbors is hard to find now. My neighbors is just as good 
to me as they can be,^>ut some of them ain’t actually up in the 
house there but maybe two or three times a year unless they want 
something. There’s one come here some time ago for a little accom- 
modation and he hadn’t been in the house a half a dozen times, 
but he got his accbmmodatioq and went on about his business. 
I’ve tried to be good neighbors to everybody, and I guess me and 
the old lady, if it was tested out 'throughout the state of North Caro- 
lina, has got as many friends is ’ary one or two people they is in 
this country anywhere. We’ve had folks here from all over tfie world. 
We had some folks here the dther day right square out of France. 
But the furtherest away we’ve ever had anybody was from Australia. 
And a man and his wife come in here and bought some little some- 
thing Y ’nother andlhey took it back with them. They was twelve 
thousand miles from home. Now .that was a long way from his bed! 

The next. thing coming up in the fall was to get the winter’s wood. 
Now I w’as a young’un, but I knowed all about it and - 1' kept it up 
and I watched what was going on. [My family] always kept three 
or four cows and two or three hogs, and they always kept some 
sheep. Now r this happened. I can see this, young folks, just as good 
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as if that was yesterday. They had a big pile of wood hauled and ■ 
pul in the yard, and they was a big forked apple tree, and they 
packed the big wood on the bottom [againstfthe trunk of the tree] 
and the little wood on top till they got to the fork of that big apple 
tree. Then, of the days when it weren’t bad, why we’d saw and ' 
chop up the wood, and my grandma,^ she’d pick up the chips and 
put them in boxes on the porch to have when it got snowy and 
bad. Well, we was there once, and my grandmother and gcanddaddy 
went up in a field — it’s still there. They call it the old house field 
now. And my uncle lived there in a little log cabin. We lfy*they went 
up there to spend the night with him. My mother was always just 
as full of fun as anybody °you,.ever seed, and Aunt Isabel — she was - 
the oldest child of the gang — was there, and my mother said, “Isa- 
bel,” said, “let’s put a sack over that sheep’s head and see how 
funny it would be.” Well, they went aheadcCaught one and slipped 
a burlap sack down over its head and you talk about laughing, now, 
•and seeing it go. It would go every which way, and it went to that 
woodpile and started climbing right up it. I can see that yet today, 
young folks, and that’s, been many moons agQ. Apd that sheep went 
right through the fork of that apple tree and fell off and broke its 
neck. Aunt Isabel went and got her up a butcher knife and cut. its 
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throat and got up an old lantern and went up in the old house, 
field after my grandpa and uncle and told them that a sheep had 
gone in the woodpile. He had seen a sheep on the woodpile before 
that [and so he knew it was possible]. And my mother come and 
humped down to me and said, “Don’t you tell Grandpa?|frat thk 
sheep had a sack over its head!” Said, “If you do, he’ll kill us all!” 

So they come on down and-got them a lantern and hung up 
that mutton, antt my grandpa said, “Here,” said, “we’ll have some 
mutton.” They skinned that sheep out and fixed it up just as nice 
as you ever seed, and you" know I never told that till my granddad 
was planted! 

• Well, we’ll go from that, then. My grandma, when they’d kill a 
mutton, they’d tack the hide up on the outside of a building with 
the- flesh- side- out, Well, the- sun-would. dry_Lhai and whenever it„. 
goT dry on up in the^vinter, she’d start spinning it — carding and 
«■ spinning my granddad’s socks and mine [out of that wool]. She d 
knit ’em. And she'd go get some walnut root bark and beat it up 
and put it in a pot and she’d throw a handful of salt or two in 
that walnut, ooze and she’d put that yarn in there and dye it and 
that there salt made that dye stick, and it would be the prettiest 
brown you ever saw. Then she’d start knitting. She always made 
me pick the wool out for her to card and spin, and'I’d geo sleepy 
and she’d peck me in the head with them cards and say, “Wake 
up, here, spn,” she’d always say. And out of that, she’d knit us 
four pairs of yarn socks. Hand knit, and they’d stay, too, let me 
tell you. They wouldn’t give way like they do now— just blow a 
/hole through ’em. 

Well, after that was over with, they’d dry some old leather britches 
beans and they’d dry pumpkins. Peel that and cut it in rims and 
hang them on little sticks by the fire. And they’d always dry some 
fruit. Now dried apple pie is the Qnly pie I’ve ever eat. We dry 
some here every year. And sweet potatoes, she’d dry them. Didn’t 
have no other way of keeping them then. 

Then along about February and March, they’d start getting ready 
for the next crop — the next season. If they had a streak of fence 
they wanted to build, they’d split the stakes on tf^e old of the moon 
in January and sharpen them with an ax, and wh.eh you drove one 
of t hern-in the ground, it stayed l 

Things have really changed. Now I can remember all out through 
here when they weren’t a house nowhere. They was a old store 
where we’d get kerosene oil. A gallon of kerosene oil would last 
six months or more. Buy a box of matches once in a while. My 
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father always kept him a little box.right by the ftreplace. And we’d 
go to the mountains and get rich pine apd split it up, and he always 
kept him a box full of that— -called it hand pine. He’d start the fires 
with it. In the wintertime, the fire never went out in the fireplace. 
He never let her go out. Chewed homemade tobacco aU the tfine. 
So strong you could spit in a cat’s eyes and put its eyes out. He 
wouldn't ha-ve nothing but the old-time bull face. They had some 
back in them days they called the bull face. Strong, oh man. Used 
to be a little old lady down under the mouptain that growed it. 
When I got big enough*. I Had |o go after his ’baccer, and he’d 
make me go down to her place. Eive cents a twist. Strong, oh man, 

it was strong. ■ | 11 ' * 

I can remember, boys, the first §>air of shoes I ever put on, where 
th ey c ome from* and_what^£hey.^vas^ They, -had— a - little shoe "then 
they called the copper toe. Ar6u|td the toe of them it was fcppper. 
You didn’t get but one pair a year, and they come from an old 
store back over here they ‘called the Hennecks” old stand. And. 
my granddad went and’got them, and oh I was prouder of them,, 
young’uns, than you would be with anything. And I took care of 
them, too. But children today don’t realize and know now what; it 
was. I’ve hoed corn, boys, right in the held for ten cents a day. 
Picked beans for my mother and carried them out on my back. 

Me and the old lady, the first field of corn me and her ever tended 
we planted corn and cornfield beans and she dried some feather 
britches. That’s funny to me now, but if you break them beans up, 
they ain’t got near as good a taste as they have if you string ’em 
up whole. I don’t understand that myself. But her daddy told her 
that, and he just lacked sixteen days of being ninety-six years old 
'when he left here. And she follows the old-time style. She won t 
leave it, and I ain’t gonna leave it neither. I m gonna walk to the 
old mark right on out, and I ain’t got as far to go as I have went, 
’cause I’m not pulling seventy-four years more. 

Now Lwas fourteen years old when I left home and went to a 
logging job. I thought I w r as a man. I was just a little slim fellow, 
and I went with my cousin. I had some shoes and my cousin didn t 
have no shoes. Now this is true — every word of it. And I slipped 
and got a pair of my uncle’s old shoes. And my cousin’s foot was 
so big we had to cut the toes out so he could wear them. Well, 
we walked from here to Boone, and they run a little old train from 
Boone to Shull’s Mills. That was* where the big band mill was— at. 
And we just got up on that thing and set down. We didn’t know 
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nobody. .After we got up in the mountains where the camp was, 
the next morning I went out and asked the tram-road foreman for 
a job. He looked at me and said, ■‘You’re a little light and slim.” 
Said, “What can_you do?” 

I said, “I’ll try anythiftg you’ve got.” 

He said, “Come on, I’ve got the very job for you.” Well, I went 
on with him -and started out right there. My job was to keep the 
angle irons and the railroad spikes along where the men could get 
them. I done it. Kept my job going and kept up with him. 

They had a camp there that the men all stayed in and I never 
will forget that. Had 140 men in the camp and they done all the 
logging with horses. We was little, young, green — just green. We 
didn’t know nothing. And that first night they was an old fellow- 
'll peg-1 egged man — there and he worked in the woods, and he could, 
gel through the woods just- as good as I could or better. And when 
it come to beddin’ that night, he «aid, “Watson,” he said, “you 
can bed with me,” he said. “And they won’t nothing bothen;you 
neither.” He said, “I keep my snake gun with me all the time.” 
He slept with that gun. 

One day while that foreman was gone off somewhere, I picked 
up a spike-driving hammer and was driving spikes and he come 
back and caught me driving spikes, but my job was done and it 
was done right. He said, “Watson,” he said, “if you ain’t careful 
that spike-driving hammer will stick to your fingers.” Well, I just 
laid it down and went on, but every time I’d catch him gone I would 
pick up that hammer and drive spikes. He said that would stick to 
my fingers, and he was right. I wound up drivfrig just right along 
with the rest of the fellers. ■ 

Later they changed me off of that and put me to cutting logs 
for a big steam skidder, and let me tell you one thing. That there 
steam skidder would bring ’em out of the brush now! And we sawed 
and split wood for that there steam skidder after they took me off 
of the steel crew. Had a good job out of that. There’s a few of 
those men living yet, but most of them’s about gone now. A fellow 
passed here this morning that was in the camp when I was and 
he’s eighty-four years old now. 

On Saturdays we’d come down to the commissary that was down 
at the band mill. See, we was way back in the woods at that camp. 
And we’d come down and hang around there. Ride that little dinky 
around — it was a cog engine in place of a rod— and it’d go just 
about anywhere you wanted to go with it. Ride it, and maybe go 
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to a moving-picture show. Didn’t have no talking pictures yet. No 
sound to it at all. That was it. But we’d sit down and watch it. 

Well, we stayed there about ninety clays before our folks ever 
knowed anything about where we was at. They thought we was just 
completely gone. So we decided that we’d come in, arid we walked 
from there home to see them, and after that we’d come home on 
weekends and then walk back to the camp on Sunday nights. 

After that, I went just about everywhere. I still stayed in the woods. , 
I’ve helped cut timber all over this country — -Virginia? Kentucky. 

I’ve worked at rock crushers. I’ve felled timber — I stayed in the 
woods for about twenty years — I’ve worked in coal mines. I’ve been 
under the ground three and one-half miles from daylight. I’ve 

\ / ' v 



PLATE 147 “A man came 
back at me one time, though, 
that was more than I couid 
handle. That learnt me to 
"keep m"y mod t hirr rm pock- 
et.” 


ditched, done everything, and I wasn’t getting no three and one- 4 
half and four dollars an hour, no sir. And- didn’t have no front- 
end loaders neither. Just had : muscles and blood. On that logging 
job, I remember well the first payroll "I drawed just as good as if 
it had been yesterday. We didn’t get in in time to get the full payroll, 
but I drawed $10.52 and I thought, oh I done knowed it then! 
Two dollars a day and board. I’ve walked from right here, son, to 
the New River Bridge up yonder this side of Boone and went down 
in the water there when froftt was on the boards on the outside 
and water around my neck. We was putting in coffer dams to widen 
that bridge, and it didn’t hurt us too bad as long as our body was 
under the water, but boy,. when we come out of there! Now how 
many fellas would do that now? 

And I helped cut a boundary of timber on Elk Creek. Run a side 
edger. We cut eighteen hundred thousand feet. Had a big old steam 
boiler, and it would drill ’em on down the road, boys! Pulled a 
crosscut saw in on what they called Buddy Branch when it was so 
hot you could almost spit fire!- f wp.dollars a day and board. 1 here 

\. X ' 




was a little bitty fellow a little* taller than I was, and his back was 
as crooked as a frog’s back, but; boy, he was a tough one. Me and 
him was crosscut sawing, and we could shore do it. We cut twelve 
thousand feet a day with a crosscut saw. The knot clipper in front 
of us was a’catching trouble! It was good old days. Plenty to eat. 
Now that there crosscut saw would make you eat things that you 


didn’t like! It would make you love it! That thing would make you 
eat pinto beans like' nobody's business! 

And I worked with Charlie Ross Hartley some [see Foxfire\; p. 
15]. I’d shore love to see him. I worked many and many'^a day 
with Charlie Hartley. But now let me tell you about Charlie Hartley. 
When he got vexed up, he’d say what he thought and it didn’t 
make no difference. We was working then under WPA, and they 
transferred me to that courthouse at Boone — building it out of 
stone — and some of them said, “Willard, you’re into it now. Nobody 
can get along with Charlie Hartley.” Said, “He’s as mean to work 
for as he can be.” 
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Well, I went orr up, and I was in the mason gang, and I helped 
build that building, ‘and then helped build that high-school building 
at Cove Creek, ^and I never worked for a man that treated me no 
nicer than the old man Charlie Hartley. 

I remember he got sort of bad about some of his carpenters — 
they hadn’t suited him just exactly. I never will forget tfoLs while I 
live. When he wanted to be sassy, son, he could. And rfe weren’t 
afraid, neither. They weren’t a dropTof ’fraud "blood in Charlie Hart- 
ley’s body, no, sir. But he gpt mad at his carpenters over 'SQ.meth.ing 
or ’nother. Walked up the gangway, got about halfway up, and 
wheeled around just as quipk and jobbed that peg leg down and 
said, “If any of you damn carpenters don’t want to work for me,” 
he said, “get your tools and go home!” That’s what h e said , fobbed 
that peg leg down and went on about his business. And they never 
none of them left him. They stayed with him. But I couldnT ask 
for no kftter man. I stayed right on with him till we built ^haSRpve 
Creek building. That thing has a stack on it from the furndbefPtat 
we built that is sixty-eight feet, four and one-half inches tall, all 
out of stone, and we had varied one quarter of an inch from . the 
time we foft the foundation to where we went-out the top, Me and 
a man named Ben Brewer put cornerstones in that took two and 
th rairof us. to pick them' up, but weiwent right on ouqg^e handled 
’em right! And when we got done on the outside, we went right 
on to the inside. We was flooring out of No. 1 oak floor. Charlie 
went and got us some good Bluegrass hammers. Brought ’em in 
there and throwed ’em down apd said just as solid, “Now I don’t 
want no hammer tracks on this!” That meant put her down right! 
We put Mat whole flooring down out of clear oak. Boy, it was pretty. 
The oak flooring that’s in- that building jq^er there would cost you 
fifteen hundred dollars a thousand Aboard feet] now or more. 

We had one ofo fellow there that drunk liquor. Lord have mercy, 
how that man did love liquor. He was our waiter — he brought stuff 
to i€s to work with, yqu know. And you know, back in ’60 when it 
come that awful terrible bad spell when they took a lot of stuff to 
people in helicopters? When people wanted something, they took 
ashes and made a black spot on the snow and the helicopter would 
land? Well, he got out of liquor. He went and took and throwed 
him out some ashes and the; helicopter come down. Said, “Well, 
I’m all right for something to eat, but,” said, “I. just run out of 
liquor!” He was awful to drink. 

I’ve made liquor. I’ve made some that would do to drink. I 
wouldn't make pgthing but good- stuff. I’ve got the prettiest little 
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outfit right now that you ever looked at. Never been a drop run 
off it. If I was gonna do that. I’d do it jdst like they done it in the 
olden days. When I come out of there. I’d know I’d been there! I 
wouldn’t fool with an outfit that held less than seventy-five gallons. 
Now, the government men would know that one, but they wouldn’t 
know where the other one was at! That’s what they done back in 
'' the olden days. They sold this bonded liquor. Had it in kegs — called 
it kegged. The government man would come around about every 
week and test that barrel and he knowed how much had been sold 
out of it [so he could tax the maker]. So I’d have one for the govern- 
ment and one for me and the public. Say, “Come get her, boys. 
I’m ready for you!” But I’d run good stuff. I wouldn’t run a thing '• 
_hut-goad’-liq«or. - — — — - 

That’s the way they done it back then. They couldn’t make it at 
the government still and make a good living out of it, but now 
when they set that big’un up back in the woods ... If they’d let 
me alone six months I’d run a milliomdollars’ worth and I wouldn’t 
never need no more money. I would love to make one more run. 
Take ten bushel of good white corn and a bushelful of good heavy 
malt— ^sprout it myself — and a bushelful of good dry rye, and make 
some old-tiind double-still corn liquor [see The Foxfire Book , p. 301]. 

I .ike they did _ back in the olden days. Th e y singl e d it out an d then 

doubled it back and, boy, when , she come the next time, it was . 
pure stuff. It weren’t none of your guessed-at stuff. I could run 
ten bushel of white corn and never put a drop of it in my mouth. 

I’d run it just to run it. Now you could get about twelve gallons 
out of ten bushels, and lucky to do that of pure corn liqiyor. It 
takes more to make that than you think it does. I’ve heard some 
of them say that they can make it: for fifty cents a gallon to run in 
automobiles, but I don’t believe it. It costs more to operate the 
outfit than that. 

I’ve done just about everything, I guess. Been lots of places. Had 
lots of good times. But I think our good times are about over for 
a while. When I reached and got this thing of mine up here and 
took her by the hand, I meant it, and she did too. She’s played 
her part. But now young folks don’t know anything about . % . But 
they’s a’coming something that they’re gonna know something about, 
and they’ll never forget it neither. There’s coming a bad slowdown. 

I told ’em that they might as well begin to build some new jails — 
big jails— because this new generation’s gonna start stealing. I’m 
a’thinking they’re gonna get hungry. And it’s right now a’walking 
in . the door. I don’t know. We’ll make it somehow. But young folks 




PLATE 149 “I’ve got enough wood to do me now if I don’t live too miserable 
long.” : .. - • 


can learn something from this. It’s a’coming. Everything’s slowing 
down now. Slowing down now, and it’s gonna gradually get worse 
and worse till maybe go to bed tonight and trouble in the door in 
the morning. That’s what’s gonna happen now, children. I hate it. 
But they’s never been nothing yet went so high but when she come 
back, she hit hard. \ \ 

I’ve been all over this country. And the worst water I’ve ever 
drunk yet, folks, and I’ve drunk her from Norfolk, Virginia, to Areata, 
California— and that’s just as far as you can get without getting 
your feet in the water and it too deep to wade — was in West Virginia. 
West Virginia holds the worst water I ever put my lips in, and Florida 
is just about as bad. Montana water was good back in the hills there, 
but I like the Blue Ridge water. If I was back ybung where I could 
take it, I’d go to Oregon to live. It’s the beautifulest state I ever' 
seed, and if I was back young, I’d go there in one of them logging 
camps and be there. My two choice states is Oregon and Montana. 
I’d love to live in Montana, but I’m too old noW.T’m too old to 
go back and try it. I can’t make it. I ain’t gonna leave home no 





PLATE 150 “My number's 
on a big wheel, and when it 
comes around \o it, that's it. 
You're just a fizzle sprout 
now, but you'll learn that 
one of the great satisfactions 
comes front knowing that the 
things we’re doing now is 
gonna linger on.” 


more. In fact, I ain’t gonna do nothing only just what I want to. 
Whenever I want to do something out here, I’m gonna do it, and 
when I don’t want to do it, I ain’t gonna do it. If I owed something 
[it would be different], but I don’t owe nobody a dime. If I did, 
I’.d hunt ’em and pay ’em. 

I ain’t gonna leave home no more. I told the undertakers tip 
here some few days ago, I said, “Boys, when you come down to 
get this old carcass, don’t put no necktie on my neck. I don’t want 
it. I want my shirttail to be unbuttoned just like I’ve always wore 

0 

it.” When it gets cold enough to make me button my shirt up and 
cover my ears, it’s time to go to the house! I was hatched out about 
a mile from here on the mountain on June 1, 1905, and I’ve been, 
back here thirty years and I’m gonna wind it up here. I’m gonna 
take my final sleep — my last night — up at the house. The old lady, 
she differs with me a little. She don’t want them to bring her home 
from the funeral home. But I do. I want to spend my last night 
right here with my children at home. So that’s it. 

/ 




PLATE 151 Mr. Davis glues the cup to the stick. 


TOYS ' - . - 

Ball and Cup 

Arthur davis: I haven’t been ^making these all my life and I don’t 
know anything about their history. It’s a good game, though. If 
you practice a while, you pan get pretty good at it. 

The pieces are whittled out of mountain laurel or rhododendron, 
but you could use other kinds. The handles and the cups are glued 
together, and I make the balls out of pine wood. But you can use 
whatever you have. "The main idea is to swing the stick with- one 
hand so the ball drops into the cup without touching it with the 
other hand. 
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Blow gun i 

ernest franklin: Take a hollow weed, or something that doesn’t 
have any sections in it like bamboo, and cut a piece of it anywhere 
from four to six feet long. That makes your gun. 

For the darts , we'd take a round piece of hickory about 3/16 
inch in diameter anc], sharpen one end- and put it in the fire and 
temper it a little bit. Then \ve’d take a squirrel’s tail and cut about 
a third of it off and fasten that on die oth&r end of your hickory 
dart. Then you stick that dart in the hollow weed and blow up a 
storm! T 


Bouncing Pig 

One of the toys Willard Watson (see pages 143—57) makes is called 
a bouncing pig. A rod runs through the front feet of the pig so 
that itr hindquarters are free to rise up and down. As the crank at 
the back end of the toy is turned, th^ man T fight arm moves up 
and down to whip the pig, and each timeOhe pig is whipped, its 
•hindquarters -rise off the platform (the (nan’s left leg moves forward, 
and a rod connected to his left foot and left hand causes his left 
hand to rise; a rod connecting his feff hap cl and the pig’s hindquarters 
pulls the hindquarters into the 7 air). | . ' 

Bow and- Arrow _ % j. * 

Lawton brooks: We made bows’ and arrows out of hickory, wood. 
We’d take a springy sapling or branch for a bow; shape, it right 
with a knife and put little notches in the ends, and string it with a 
string. We’d make arrow's out of shorter pieces— straight as we could 
get them. We took umbrella staves one time and made spikes [for 
the arrows] out of them. We’d tore up somebody’s umbrella, got 
the spikes out of it, and put them’ in the arrows to kill rabbits, * 
birds, things like that. 

1. ei.ia gibson: My brother would get a piece of wmod, a green sap- 
ling — it had to be green so it would bend. He’d cut it to the right 
length, and string a cord on that. Then he’d get a straight stick 
[for the arrow] and he’d go to the fields and frmTs to n es- — old arrow- 
heads the Indians had made— and tie that on the end of the arrow. T 
If they couldn’t find arrowheads, they’d use a big twenty-penny nail, 
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but I don’t recall now how they .fixed that nail; on the end of the 
arrow. Thev could make the arrows stick into trees. 

Ha ttie K ENNY-:- Arrows were made out of s ourwo od that grows up • 
in the spring. Let ’em §tand over the winter and cut ’em to make 
your arrows. . . ■ » 

buck carver: For the bows we’d use hickory or white-oak saplings. 
Instead of string we’d use what they called whang leather, which 
was strips of ground-hog hide. Then we’d wire or tie a nail up in 
a straight stick for an arrow. . ■ ' 

edd hodgins: We used string out of cottonseed meal sacks for the 
string. That’s about all the string we ever got when I was little. 


Bubble Blower 

lelia gibson: We used to get an old sewing-thread spool, take some 
soap, and make a lather in water. We’d- [dip one end of the -spool 
in the lather] and blow through the other end and make bubbles. 
They’d be different colors. They’d be red, pink, blue — all colors. 


Bull Grinder ' . 

’ _ i | 

dave pickett: The Ozark bull grinder wa? something people say 
started in the Ozarks. Of <^aurse, bull grinders ain’t the only name 
it had. I’ve heard them called db nothings and smoke grinders. I 
call them bull grinders because the guy I got the pattern from, 
that’s what he called it. I asked for his permission to use the label - 
off the back of his and I just changed it a little bit. It’s a “little toy 
that’s good for absolutely nothing except for passifying oneself with 
something to do other than Uyiddling his thumbs. I put a label On 
the back to tell people just what it is: It’s for people going either 
direction, cutting red tape, breaking conversation ice, relieving ner- 
vous tension, advanced stages of thumb twiddling, sharpening dull 
0 conversations, a reducing gear for big wheels. The world’s most 
useless necessity is made of selected pieces of well-seasoned odt- 
house wood by retired moonshiners. 
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PLATE 166 Florence threads 
a piece of thread 36" long 
through two titles of a button 
and ties the ends together to 
form a loop. 
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V Button on a String 

Florence brooks: We used to make these when we were little girls. 
We’d play spin the button. You move your "thumbs in and out to 
make it whiz. We used to get them tangled in each other’s hair 
and have fights doing that. "We did it just to be rpean. We played 
with them until we wore out the string, then we’d go rpake us another 
one or tie the one we had back together. The first person I ever 
saw make one was my mother. \ 

hattie. kenny.: You broke you a string as long as you wanted it 
and you put it in the eyes [ofithe button] crossways and then you 
tied the ends together to mafed the string form a loop with the 
button in the center. Then you put your thumbs in there and. start 
turning it round and round and round tiH it was wound up. Then 
start and it would just “zip” until it broke the string in two. Mkkes 
the funniest noise! , 
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PLATE 167 As she in- 
creases and then releases the 
tension in the string, the but- 
ton spins, making a whistling 


r: 
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Churning Woman 

On a recent visit to the Bakersville, North Carolina, area, Harvey 
Miller (see pages 451-85) showed us a sixty-year-old handmade toy 
he owns. As a wooden crank on the side of the box is turned, the 
woman’s right arm moves up and down, as does the churn dasher 
attached to the woman’s hand. 



PLATE 168 The woman is 
mounted on a chestnut box. 
Her body is carved out of 
wood. The end of the crank 
that operates the toy is visible 
(arrow). 





PLATE 169 The wooden crank, 
carved with a pocket knife. 




PL A IE 170 We removed the bottom 
panel in order to see how the. toy oper- 
ated. 
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PLATE 171 





TOYS AND GAMES 169 



dave pickett: The climbing bear is a derivative of a Swiss toy. Some- 
time in the early eighteenth century, a Swiss toy' maker made a 
little man, and it blimbed up a string and worked on the sametprinci- 
ple. And he was called a climbing Swissi And when the Swiss people 
immigrated to this country, there were no similar mountains in this 
country to climb. So they made what did climb. They rriade a bear. 
Some of the Swiss have immigrated to some of the islands, and 
I’ve seen monkeys made the Same way, squirrels — -just about any- 
thing that climbed you could adapt to this principle. 

The way it works is one side holds while the other side catches 
the higher hold. It climbs one side while the other side alternately 
v holds. 

I usually make them this size. The thing about a bear any bigger 
than the one I make is that you take a kid two or three years old, 
and he’s standing under it, and he mafces _ that“bear climb and he 
turns it loose, and it’s heavy enough that if it fell and hit him in 
the head, it would hurt him. And that’s the reason I keep the bear 
small. If it did fall, it wouldn’t hurt him. 

There was a guy came here a couple years ago. One of the repre- 
sentatives of the Stanley Tool Company. He wanted to know if he 
couldn’t have a pattern of this climbing bear to make some. So I 
said, “Fine.” I gave him the pattern, and I saw him three weeks 
later. V \ 

He said, “You know, I made a^out fifty of those bears and not 
a one would climb.” ■ N 

And I said, “What did you do? Drill the holes straight through?” 

And he said, “Yeah.” 

I said, “No wonder it wouldn’t climb.” Then I explained how 
the holes in the arms have to be drilled [see Plate 173]. 
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PLATE 173 







Corn Guns 

buck carver: We had another toy we made* with big spools. It had 
a big opening that would hold a grain of corn or a pea or a bean. 
Well, we’d take a little. carpet tack and tack this rubber band around. 
We had a pluriger in back and this rubber band came around it. 
We had a little slot in the plunger so the band would hold in the 
slot. Then we’d put a pea or a grain of corn in there and flip it 
with .that’’ plunger and it’d send it a pretty good ways. We had a ' 
kind of corn with little ol<f slick, hard kernels, and that stuff would 
whack pretty good in those little old corn guns. , 


Cornstalk Animals 

ernest franklin: There’s nothing to them. Take one piece of a 
cornstalk for the body, then take another stalk and split, strips off 
the outside, for the legs and the neck. Then make the head and 
tail fropi other pieces. Kids would play with those; lots. 
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mrs, rae shook: We used to make horses and sheep out of cornstalks. 
They’d have long legs and necks. The head would be made from 
the haid outside of the cornstalk. The body,'- ears, and face would 
be made out of the stalk, too. Everything was made from the stalk. 


Seeds for eyei 

■f ruy vine fo<- +■&} f 


N 
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PLATE 17* ■ 


Cornstalk Fiddle \ 

\ • . * y : 

mrs. tom macdowell: We’d take aycornstalk outside and strip and 
split it and then fix the bow and we’d just squeak and play. 


edd hodgins: Yeah, I’ve made a thousand of ’em. Just cut off two 
joints out of a cornstalk and use one for the bow and one for the 
fiddle. Sometimes when they go to get-tin’ dry, you can spit on them 
and make ’em squeal real big. * 

j 

harley thomas: There’s nothing to it. You just make your little 
strings and make you'r fit tie bridge and there’s your fiddle. We .used 
a resined stick for our fiddle bows, but you can use a real fiddle 
bow or a cornstalk one, too. My mother used to make two cornstalk 
fiddles and use one for the fiddle and one for the’ bow. 




PLATE 179 Next he decides 
which section to use. for the 
'‘stringed” portion, and, with 
a pencil, outlines the areas to 
be cut away. 


PLATE 180 Then he begins 
to cut, first slicing away the 
excess stalk that lies under- 
neath what will become the 
“strings.” 


PLATE 181 After cutting 
out p the excess stalk between 
the “strings,” he fashions a 
tiny bridge out of scrap wood. 
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PLATE 182 The finished 
fiddle.' 


PLATE 183 Richard I lens- 
lee trie's playing the fiddle us- 
ing one of Harley’s fiddle 


and so does' Harley 


PLATE 184 
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Crossbow 

lawton brooks: I used to make an old wooden crossbow. I'd get 
a plank and saw it out like the stock of a gun, make a bow like for 
a plain bow, and mount the bow crosswise to the gun stock at the 
front. Then I’d string the bow and make a trigger in the gun stock 
to hold the string back, set my arrow in the bow, and phll the string 
back ready to shoot the arrow. The trigger’d hold the string ready 
to shoot till I pulled it, and then it’d shoot the arrow. 

Stanley hicks: We’d make crossbows. Hickory is the best wood 
for the bow, but white oak will work, too. We’d, hew the arrows" 
out round and just leave the ends flat if we were going to practice. 
If we were hunting, we’d take* a\ 2 2 -cartridge hull and drive a sharp- 
ened nail through its end from the inside and then mount that hull 
on the end of our arrow. That made a good one. 

i 

Apple-head Dolls 

lola Cannon: [Some girls may have had apple-head dolls] but. I 
didn’t know' about them when I w T as growing up. But I know how 
to make them. You peel an apple, and while th,e apple is fresh you 
shape features on it with a teaspoon. And then the best part is to 
string them up with a string through the center. In a dry, airy place 
hang them up and let them shrivel. When they shrivel, the features 
you have made are still there. You put in tiny sequins or something 
for the eyes and little pearl beads for the teeth. The texture of 
the dried apple looks like a real old person’s skin. They’re really 
interesting. I expect they’d last a long time. If you got ones wet, I 
imagine it’d lose its shape. Ydh see a lot of them in the craft shops 
and such places. . 

mrs. Margaret Owens: [Mrs. Owens began making apple-head dolls 
to sell through area craft shops nearly ten years ago. She modified 
several old. patterns and came up with her own designs, but the 
methods she uses are typical.] - ■ 

I know very little pf the history of apple-head drolls. I read in a 
book when I first started making them that they originated in colonial 
times. The mothers would peel apples and pinch a nose and poke 
at the eyes every day or so until they finally hard a face and the 
apple was dry. When I first started, I tried it that way, but it just 
didn’t look like a face, so I began to carve them. It took a long 
time for me to get one right on the first try. 



PLATE i 86 Margaret first peels the apple with a thin, sharp knife, leaving' only 
the skin around the stem. She shapes the face with the knife by cutting indentations 
for eyes and cutting into cheeks, thus forming the nose. She uses Golden Delicious 
apples, and she dips the. whole apple in lemon juice to keep if -from turning brown. 
As the apple dries, it shrinks and takes on an aged appearance and individuality. 
After the apple is completely dry she decides whether it will be a man or a woman. 
Then she shapes the face by pinching and polking and perhaps snipping off the 
nqse a little. ' v 


It takes about four hours to make a whole doll. The-meb don’t 
take as long to make as the women because the womeri have on 
pantaloons, bonnets, and aprons. The hair is fake fur that I buy at 
a fabric shop. Sdme people have used cotton but it doesn’t look 
quite as real. The face will stay that way for at least four years. 
Until the apple dries, I never know whether it is going to be a 
man or a woman. I’ve had to throw away lots of heads. They look 
perfect when I carve them, but they dry crooked. You can’t make 
•^burig people out of the apples because their faces wrinkle as they 
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PLATE 187 Margaret strings several 
apples on a thick thread with a carpet 
needle, separating them by twisting a 
small stick uncfer each one.. During ex- 
tremely ^d^mp weather, she may first 
dry them an her gas oven fqr about 
twenty-four hours. She turns the heat 
on a low setting for about top minutes, 
then turns ft off, the only heat being 
from th^' oven^s pilpt light. She some- 
times turns the oven on low agap for 
* a built ten minutes about twelve hours 
later, but during this time, ^the door 
is n^t opened. Even though the apples 
may(&e dried in the oven first, they 
are still hung up ui%til Margaret is ready 
to use them. . 
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PLATE 188 To make the body, Margaret uses 20-gauge wire. She cuts the wire 
24" long, then doubles it. The wire is twisted together from the top for 6". To 
make the arms, a ro" length of wire is inserted where Margaret’s right thumb is 
» (a'bout 3" from the top) and is twisted around the body - wire several times to 
hold it securely. ’ 
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PLATES 189-90 Apron: Gather waist along, dotted lines to about 3 Vs". Turn 
under a Vs" hem on both sides and at the bottom. \ 

Make a' sash for the apron by cutting a strip of material 1. Vs" wide and 17" 
long. Fold in half lengthwise and turn the ends and edges' under with 14 " seams. 
Sew the sash to the apron, matching the center of the gathered apron to the center 
of the sash and leaving about 7" on each end to be tied. 

The apron will be tied around the waist of the dress, indicated by a dotted 
: line on pattern, piece j. r . 

Bonnet Crown: Gather Vs" from edge along dotted lines to fit straight edge of 
bonnet brim. Sew to bonnet brim at Vs" seam. Make a tie for the bonnet by cutting 
a strip 1" wide by 17" long. Fold together lengthwise and turn under edges. Make 
a qasirig for the tie to go through by turning under the straightedge of the bonnet 
cnbwn about 3 A" from the edge. 

Bonnet Brim: Cut two. Sew right sides together along curved edges and turn. 
Sew to bonnet crown along gathered edge. 

, Lady 5 Bloomers: The pattern allows for Vt " seams to sew the pieces together 
and for a Vs" hem ,at bottom of legs and at waist. The bloomers are stitched to 
the stuffed “body" at -the waist. . , 

Body: Use one piece of material folded over and sewn together at. the top arid 
bottom with 'A" seams. The 4 Vs" side is deft open until the wires for the legs 
are inserted through notches cut at the bottom - ' of the; body and neck and arm 
V wires are pushed through the notches at the top. The big dots on the pattern 
indicate places to cut the notches. 

After wires are all inserted, a .wad of foam rubber, cotton, or any other type of 
stuffing is pushed into the case fand the open side is stitched up with needle and 
thread. . ^ j y 

Men's Overalls: Cut two. For qnje back of the overalls, cut the material on the 
dotted line and put in a Vs" h^/ri there. The pattern allows for Vi". seams and 
Vs" hems on the pants legs. 

Men's Shirt: The pattern allows for Vt" seams and Vs" hems for the sleeves. 
Only the tiny notch is needed for the neck opening. The, pattern is cut on the 
fold of the material, so there is no seam across the shoulders. 

Straps for Pants: Cut two. Fold! each one in half lengthwise and turn under the 
edges and hen}. Then tack the' straps on with needle and thread in front and 
back just like overall galluses. F 

Lady 5 Dress: The pattern allows for Vi " seams down the sides and Vs " hems at 
sleeves and lower skirt. The dotted line indicates waist, and an apron or. belt is, 
placed here and gathers adjusted. No other gathering is necessary^ The pattern 
is cut oh the fold of the material, so there is no seam across the shoulders. / 

For the wire forming the body: T / 

1. A 24" * w j Eg - -and twisted for about 6", then spread to 

“ ‘make the two legs.. 

2 . A 10" length of wire is inserted about 3" from the top for the: arms. 

3. The 3" loop of wire above the arms is cut so that it can be separated into 
a 2" and a 4" length to attach the head. 
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PLAT E ic>i Margaret cuts 
five tinv^siits in a pillowcase 
‘/sort of thing” for the/legs, 
irms, and neck. It measures 
4 by V4" doubled. She 
■slips! the wire through the 
h<^|ei, then stuffs the body 
“ wi th I fo a rn rub b e r or other 
material. She sews' up the 
<T>er| side with a needle and 
thread. 

I I ' 

' i 


PLATE 192 Mrs. Owens 
makes the dolls’ clothes on a 
sewing machine. She turns 
thej clothes right side out just 
before dressing the doll, and 
at that time cuts out a tiny 
notch for the neck wire to 
slide through (see pattern 
pieces). 





PLATE 193 She then pulls the shirt down over the top part of the body afid 
runs the' arm wires out through the sleeves. Then she pulls the Overalls up over 
the body and sew the galluses (or straps) into place. The papier-ma^he hands 
bpd feej are then pushed onto the arm and leg wires; and glued on with Elmer’s 
glue. The doll is left to sit for five to ten minutes so that 'the glue' will dry completely. 

To make papier-mache hands and feet, use one-hair cup of wgter to one table- 
spoon of flour. Use about four sections of toilet paper for the hands and five for 
; the feet. Before wetting the paper in the flour mixture, fold and refold until the 
shape of a hand (or foot) is made. Cut and shape the. hand or foot and then wet 
thoroughly. Keep shaping while in the flour mixture and then squeeze the water 
out. Lay on cookie sheet and dry overnight in an oven heated by the pilot light 
or out in the open for about two days. \ V 


PLATE 194' The loop of 
wire that will hold the head 
is then cut so that one end 
is 4" long and the other end 
2" long. The 4 " piece is run 
up through the core of the ap- / 
j plehead and folded down the 
back of the head. The 2" piece 
is brought up behind the hegd 
and twisted with the longer 
piece to hold the head se- 
curely in place. This method 
also allows for the head to be 
replaced if it is damaged by 
insects or rodents. To prevent 
insects from getting into the 
applehead, Margaret inserts 
an insect repellent into the 
core. She does not know of 
anything that will prevent ro- 
dents from eating the dried 
apples. 




PLATE 196 'The' hair'Tis * 
brushed and cut . to the right *' 
length. To hold* the hair Jn 
place, Mrs. Owens uses Tpray 
starch or hair spray;- She cuts 
put a small neckerchief 'and , 
ties it around the man’s, neck 
as -a finishing touch; Here is 
a rear view of tHe r d'bll when 
the haiTEut is finished. 


PLATE 1 95 Matching cu- 
cumber seeds are glued in for 
.eyes and black dots painted 
ion the seeds with poster 
paint. Eyebrows are made by 
gluing small pieces of fake fur 
over the eyes, and a small 
piece of fake fur is cut out and 
glued on for hair. 



PLATE 197 After the doll is, completed, Mrs. Owens decides on an arrangement 
and wires the doll to a log or stool or something else on the stand that will hold 
it- securely in whatever position it looks natural. Mr. Owens made the fiddle; the 
spinning wheel was purchased from a shop; the dough bowl is half a walnut shell; 
and the biscuit dough is real dough sprayed with insect repellent. 
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PLATE 198 Any cucumber 
will do, but Florence prefers 
to use a long one, 10" or 
more. The greener it is* the 
better. Cut about T' off the 
bottom end of the cucumber, 
and, using a knife, scrape out 
the seeds and pulp to the 
point where you plan to Cut 
the mouth. Then cut a notch 
■ where you want the mouth, 
making sure you cut through 
to where it is hollowed out. 
Using the point of the knife, 
cut out the eyes and nose, and 
stick small pebbles in tlfe eye- 
holes to make them stand out 
more. ; 


Cucumber Dolls ■ " * 

Florence brooks: I’ll make you a cucumber doll like me an’ my 
sister, Beulah, used t’ play with. You need a knife, a cucumber, 
scissors, some cloth, a needle, and a safety pin. We’d pin a diaper 
on them, and make a “dress” out of a square of cloth, fold a hem, 
gather it [with a needle and thread], and tie, it around its neck. 
We used t’ have a lotta fun playing with those things. We used t’ 
make ’em t’ feed ’em. [The doll is hollowed out,, so the “foods’ 
_g.oes_righL-through.] We made clay mud with water, ‘poured it In 
’em, and then the diaper was in a mess. We’d take it off and change 
it. We never fed it anything else. Milk would have gone down it, 
but we was in the Depression and we didn’t have enough of that. 
We’d get mountain moss off a log, make ’em a bed, put ’em in 
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PLATE 201 Tie the dress around the “nefk” of the doll using the ends oi the 
thread you gathered the waistband with. T^e doll is now finished. 

the bed. We didir’t put hair on it, but you know if we’fLthought 
of it, we could a’got corn silks and made ’em some hair. The doll 
wouldn’t last more than a day or two, because drunkards [fruit flies] 
, would get after it. 

I don’t know of anybody ever doing that but me and my sister, 
Beulah. She was four years older than me but she had to play with 
me or else. ; : 


Other Dolls 

Harriet echols: We had Raggedy Ann dolls, ancEyny older sister 
made dolls; my father wouldn’t buy dolls. Back tjhen people had 
to work for a living and Dad didn’t believe in foolishness, and so 
we didn’t have any toys. My older sister made my first doll and I 
guess I was eight or ten years old. We made rag dolls and cornshuck 
dolls, and then we learned to do potato heads. You take potatoes 
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and make a doll. You got one big potato and get sticks and make 
its legs. Then you get a smaller potato and make its head, and 
find sticks for hisuirms. A potato will last a long time. , 
ethel corn: Mama used to make dolls and then you could also 
get rag dolls in the stores. Then they went to making dolls with 
just their heads filled, , and then sleepy dolls. I was a pretty good- 
sized young’un before I ever saw any sleepy dolls. Tfiere weren’t 
many toys back when l was growing up. T 

I can remember my first doll. They had just come out with what 
they called the “Dutch Doll.” The body would be stuffed with straw, 
but the arms and legs and faces would be delft." My sister and I 
had sleepy dolls, and mine wouldn’t go to steep. Mel [my brother] 
was always doing something, and he told me to take my doll and 
hit it over the plow handle and it would go to sleep. I did, and it 
broke that doll’s head all to pieces. It was made out of the same 
thing that cups and saucers were made of. 

We’d cut [doll clothes] like we’d ’Cut dresses for, a baby, and after 
1 got older, that was the way I learned to cut and sew. 
bertha pocKiNS: At Christmas usually Mother would make rag dolls 
for us. We used to have these old black stockings and made rag 
dolls from them. We’d take a needle and some white thread, and 
make their, eyes and? nose and mouth. We stuffed them with bran 
or something like that. 

mrs. e. h. brown: The? only . toy I ever owned in my life was an 
old doll.. I played with that thing, y’know, and I’d’ worn out several 
dresses, and it had to have more dresses made. You had to make 
[the body], and fit it to that little head. That’s all there lwas. Now 
> that was Pard — that was her name. That was my partner, v’know, 
and I called her Pard. 1 • ■ V 

LOLA cannon: Most times [when we made rag dolls] p ; e took, a little 
knob of cotton and packed it tightly in a cloth, and wound it around 
for its neck. Then we rolled another roll and fastened it to that 
for arms. Sometimes we made legs the same way. But mo3t timbs 
we just made heads and arms and let them have a long dress. 

I had one doll that was big enough to wear my baby clothes. It 
was too big for me really, but they wanted me to have it. I didn’t 
have china dolls. Spme of the neighbors’ children did. They were 
more expensive. Later on I had bought dolls — with [papier-mache 
heads and legs and everything — but there weren’t the commercial 
' toys available in those days that there are today. 


/ 
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nannie ann sanders: We had corhshuck dolls [see , Foxfire 3, p. 453], 
apple-head dolls, and just regular old rag dolls. The heads for the 
apple-head dolls were made from apples that we 'would shrink. and 
make them look like an old person. Our rag dolls were made out 
of regular cloth and- stuffejs' with bifen left" over from where you 
sifted corn meal. For theTace we would just mark ’em with a pencil. 
mrs rae shook: I /guess rag dolls were about the first toys. They 
were made out of wool and old stockings. Their faces were made 
from buttons and B|ack markings. We’d make the clothes for them. 
blanche harkins: We made our rag dolls out of white flour sacks 
stuffed with rags. Arms and legs were" made out of rags and were 
straight. Then we would takejfire coals and make the eyes, eyebrows, 


mouth, ears, and hair. 4 

veler marcus: All I had to play with was rag dolls that Mama made 
for us. Way back then we enjoyed that. We hung onto that one 
doll because Mama just made us one a year. The best I can remem- 
ber, Mama would cut the cloth out and stuff' the arms and legs 
with old cloth rags, then sew it. I can’t remember exactly how she 
fixed it to get the leg shaped up. She embroidered the eyebrows a 
little — the Best she could. The eyes, nose, mouth were made of 
thread. I don’t believe it had apy ears. , 

hattie kenny: I was fifteen years old before I ever had a doll bought 
out of a store. We made our dolls out of wool cloth, unless we 
spun some cotton cloth and, made them. We made the faces from 
wool thread — eyes, i^ose, hair, mouth. And we made dresses for 
them. 'V f ... 


Helen justice: We v^ould use just white material to make our dolls 
with We would take a pencil to draw the face. Sometimes we would 
even make a cap for them. 

mrs. tom macdowell: Our dolls were just big, long rocks. We’d 
get a .long rock and we’d say, “Oh I’m just so tired of carrying 
my baby,” just like we’d heard women say. . 





„ PLATE 202 Stanley demonstrating how a dumb bell would be used if the hide 
and string were in place. T . . 


Dumb Bell 

$ Stanley hicks: Take a section of a hollow log and tack a piece of 
1 hide over one end. Then punch- a small hole in the center of the 
* hide. Then take a long string and tie a lyiot in one end and feed 
. the string through the hole in the hide so that the knot catches 
against the outside of the hole and the string comes through the 
J log and out the other end. Then wax the end of the string with 
beeswax. When you pull against the waxed part of the string it 
makes a sound just* like a bull a’bellering. There ain’t as many haint 
stones in the mountains’ as there used to be. That’s because there 
ain’t as many dumb bells being made! 

Dumb Bull or Bull Roarer 

or Buzzer ■ ' "T" - * 

Ethel corn: Bill Lamb, my uncle, was bad to make things. He’d 
make what they called the “dumb hull.” It was made in a way that 
. when you whizzed it around, it would make an awful racket. He’d 
take a plank and whittle it down thin [about ten inches [long by 
three inches wide] and sharpen the edges in some way, find bore 
-a 5 hole in one end. You’d atfach a string to it [about five feet long], 
and whirl it around, and it’d make the awfulest racket you ever 
heard. ■ \ 
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edd hodgins: We just called it a buzzer. I’ve made a lot of them. 
Take a flat piece of this wood and tie. a string to it and tie that to 
a stick and [swing it around and] it’ll buzz. I reckon that string 
a’ twist in ' 11 make it roar. It don’t take but three minutes to make 
oner I’ve made them and about scared the dogs to death! 
buck carver: John Dillard taught me how to make a dumb bull. 
Back in those days when I was a boy nearly anybody could make 
them, because w r e learned lots more from each other then than^they 
do this day and time. If one person learned something, he \vas always 
tickled and glad to show it to somebody else. 

Bill Lamb was a man I scared to death with a dum.b bull. I lived 
right across the river from him in the old Bill Lamb House. I got 
to" slinging that thing around and it was howling and making noise. 
Bill was going to a Woodmen of the World meeting. He had gotten 
up the river a ways and ran back to the l^ouse. There was an old 
rail fence coming down the ridge there. He sat down on that fence 
for a while. Then he got some rocks and ran up to the house and 
[his wife] opened the door for him, and after he got safe in the 
house, he threw his rocks back out in the yard! 

The next time he heard the noise he and his wife and children 
were in the field plowing and weeding corn. Bill sent them to^the 
house and came back out with his shotgun. His wife got to looking 
off the back porch and saw me and John .Dillard down there and 
told Bill that every time she heard the noise John or my arm was 
swinging around. So he walked around back behind us and saw 
that it was a dumb bull. He had never heard one before. 

' The last one I made was in 1929 to scare someone with, but I 
slung it a few times and it burst. They burst real easy if you hit 
them on the ground' or against a tree limb. 

The way you swing the dumb bull is how to make it work. I find 
the easiest way to do it is make an X motion with your arm. 






PLATE 204 Linda Ledford trying out the finb^d -toy: 


FluttermiU 

One of Lawton Brooks’ favorite childhood toys was the fluttermill. 
Tinker McCoy, Linda Ledford, and Richard Henslee spent a rainy 
day with him making one, and, because of the rain, they didn’t get 
to set it up in the creek as they had hoped they would be able to 
' do. Lawton was able to^shtow them how it worked with the use of 
an outside faucet, though, and he described the things he and his 
friends used to do with them. 

lawton brooks: You get forked sticks and drive them in the ground. 
Then set your mill down to where the creek will pull it. Drive it 
down far. enough so that the water is hitting the paddles. It will 
go just as fast as the water goes. If the creek’s running it will just 
keep on going from now on. \ 

Sometimes we’d make them and put them in the creek and we’d 
get great, great old big wide planks for paddles, and we’d get a 
sluice of water about as big as your arm and we’d put a pipe in 
the branch out here so it would hit the end of a paddle. Then 

V • 
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PLATE 265 


we d whittle us out some little round pulleys and cut a groove in 
them all the way around for the string to go in and put them on 
the side of the fkrttermill. Then we’d put a string across the pulleys. 
Then we d put up three or four flutttjrmills on down through there 
and have this first one up here pulfing the other./ on down there 
where there wasn’t any water. Wejd mqke it lo/k like a sawmill 
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PLATE 206 Lawton finds 
the centers of two 12" boards 
and then cuts a notch into 
each board and fits them to- 
gether. 



PLATE 207 Then he puts a 
nail in either side to act as an 
axle, aijd, holding it under a 
stream of water, shows hpw 
it spins. 


- working. Sometimes we’d make it pull something else way down 
yonder. It worked like” a belt/It wouldn’t. take but one pulley each 
to pull them. V * \ 

i We’d leave these in the creek and when it came a hard rain they 

* would wash away, ? but we would make us some more. 

edd hodgins: Get you two boards and mortise them together sort 
of like a grist , mill^md. have nails for . iaxles and set that in two / 
forked sticks. Then let water pour on them blades and it’ll tufty. I 
made the Florida folks one over here and it was still turnin’ when/ 
they came back the next year. Then what you want to do if yoh 
want to make a little racket is put you little pieces of tin on those 
blades and that water will make a racket on that tin when it hits \ 
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Fly Gun 

In Wat^iga Gounty, North Carolina,., numerous craft shops, like 
l the one* F^ed Potter runs in Sugar Gfove, market a toy called a fly 
gun, Jc|vvlite : oak split propels a projectile out of the end of the 
toyf w4 :c 0 ul d fi ncl no Contacts who remembered seeing^ this toy 
, as <^Md f fen, but we have included it here .as it is marketed in the 
us a mountain toy. 


PLATE .210 Ajtvooden pin i 
pushed through from the un- 
derside (arrow) holds the 
White oak split bent back; or , . 
cocked. When the pin is f* 
pulled down, the end ot the % 
split hits the projectile and 
sends it Hying. 


Flying Jpnny or Merry-go-round 

We first heard about the flying jenny from Oscar Cook, principal 
of the DillaVd Elementary School. After talking with Mr. Cook, we 
decided to ho a survey on the flying jenny, talking to several people * 
we know. We found this- was. a very popular toy among children. 
Several people remembered playing on the flying jennies in the’ 
past, -even tieirig their tiny brothers and sisters on with belts so 
they wouldn’t fall off. Flying jennies could be built right next to a 
creek where the riders could jump off and land in the creek, or , 
right on the edge of the bluff so at one point one would be much 
higher off the ground. Although they were basically the same, there 
were often little variations. /These are some of the ways they are 

made: - 

Ada Kelly remembers cutting small trees and leaving about*a three- 
to-four-foot-high stump. They whittled one end down to a peg. They 
then bored a hole in the center of a pole and fitted it down over 
the peg.. One person would get on each end, and each person would 
push with his foot. She doesn’t remember anyone getting hurt or 
a flying jenny ever breaking. v 

.Richard Norton called it a “merry-go-round. They cut a tree 
leaving a four-foot-high stump, and used a board about ten to twelve 
inches across and Tight to ten feet long. They drilled a hole in 
bothjhe board’s center and the stump and screwed a nut and bolt 
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PhATE 211 Fred Potter outside his shop with a hnibeijack. 


down in the board and the tree trunk. One .persorTwould get on 
each side close to the tree trunk.- Then one would get on each side 
close to the end and all would push until they had it going real 
fast. < 

Oscar Martin remembers .the log was shortef on one end than 
it was on the other. A person would be astride the long end and i 
someone would push‘d the shorter end to make'it go. 

Mimi^Dickerson remembers one person riding on each end ancl 
two people near the center pushing it. It was constructed the same 
way as the one Ada describes. ( 

Mack Dickerson remembers a small oak stump about four feet" 
high. They used a plank with a hole drilled in the center. The flying 
jenny would last longer when they used axle grease. He also said 
they were located all over the settlement, not just around creeks 
or gullies. • . 
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edd hodgins: You made it in the woods. Cut you off a white oak. 
Thev make the best ones. Cut you a, mortise, in a pole and set it 
[on '3. dowel] on top of that stump, “and have yj>ur stump up as 
high as you want. Set the pole down right in the middle. I’ve rode 
’em many a Sunday with four or five kids on each end. Somebody 
has to push, but he better keep his head down when he gets it 
started! That pole is just like a merry-go-round. That’s pretty much 
fun. I like it because you can ride awhile, pull awhile, or you can 
sit off and watch another bunch. All kids liked that. Grown men 
made good pushers for little fellows. They were stout and they could 
make that thing run! 
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A new one might be a little hard to push, but' when that gets 
Wore slick and maybe you put a little grease around it, you can 
just take your foot and kick it and it’ll go four or five rounds by., 
itself. 

veler marcus: We would spend the weekend with our neighbors 
- and play. Their daddy always kept them up a flying jenny and it 
would be out [in the woods]. We always hoped it would be a pretty, 
moonlit night, ’cause we could see how to get out there good. They 
would fix up a post\about three feet high and then get this great 
long pole and bore a hole in it and notch it out to fit down over 
this post. 

They would stand here next to the post and make it go around. 
You can imagine how it come around. It wouldn’t be a little bitty 
short pole, either. It would be a great long one. There would be 
two that would have to get in next to this post and push. There 
would be one person that got on the far end of the pole and one 
over here on the back end. After the pole got worn and got slick, 
it would move fast. Those in the middle would be running and it 
would make those ends go around real fast. Law, it would make 
vo.ur head swim! 

Up at this place where we were playing one night, it was my time 
and they started before I got my balance good, and it went ’round 
and ’round. Some of ’em would sit up on it, but I would always 
lie down on it. Law! They got that thing just a’flying! I kept telling*- 
them. ‘‘Stop! Stop! Stop!” I was getting ready to turn loose and 
boy! They slung me off that log out ‘to an apple tree that was there. 

I looked like a lizard lying out there. You can imagine! Eve always 
been long and slender and they just slung me up in that apple, 
tree. They had to ‘work with me awhile. They didn’t dare let [their 
parents] know- I got hurt, or their daddy, would of taken it down 
so we couldn’t play on it no more. I said if I liyed through this I 
would be the most worked-over young girl there ever was in this 
world! 
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Furniture , . V, . 

. In many houses, miniature pieces ? of furniture gave away the pres- 
ence of i.girl whose doll had a bed of^its own, or a child who had 
his own rocking chair to pull close to the fire. Stanley Hicks told 
us that he had often made crude beds for his sister’s dolls, and 
# Willard Watson still makes beautifully carved ones today. The photo- 
graphs in this section illustrate several such pieces. 

Hoops ? ■ , 

j • ..... ■ 

Clyde runion: We rolled rims, you know. I don’t know if anybody 
, knows how to roll rims now or not. Old Model T’s had spoked 
wheels, you know, and that rim came off it. You’d get"a little old 
piece of wood and get it under that rim and just see how fast you 
could run wfith that thing'. It’s a lot of fun. x I’d sometimes leave 
over here rolling that rim and I'd roll that thing all the way to 
school and never let up on it till I got to the schoolhousew"' 
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lawton brooks: We’d get .small steel bands like those that go around 
a wheel, and we’d .get two sticks and put them together in the shape 
of a T. You go along aWd guide the band. We got a lot of kick 
out of running them things, just had old dirt roads to run them 
in. There weren’t any cars to rp you out of the road, so then 
you had the whole road. 

lelia gibson: We’d get a hoop off" a wooden barrel; a wooden hoop. 
Then we’d get a stick with a bend in it. We’d start off and, roll the 
hoop with the bent stick. Just run and roll till we gave out. The 
stick had to have a little bend in it; you couldn’t stabilize the hoop 
just standing still. The crook in the stick would stabilize it. 

Jumping, Jack) / 


fred potter: We used to have these when I was a child in Harlan 
County, Kentucky. The ones I saw when 1 was little Were homemade 
-Alit of cardboard. 



PLATE 21 6. The toy is hung by a PLATE 217 Seen from behind: When 

string loop through the top of its head. the hanging string is pulled, the arms 

and legs flex and jerk upward. 
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Another toy Willard Watson makes using an old pattern he has 
in his shop is similar to his bouncing pig but is called a kicking 
mule. As the crank is turned, the .man’s legs “walk.” As each leg 
approaches the mule, a rod connecting the man’s foot and the® corre- 
sponding mule’s rear hoof makes it “kick.” 



PLATE 219 Dancing .dolls 
can be as fancy or as simple 
as the • maker wants. This 
carved, i, hand-painted doll, 
complete with bow tie, was 
made ,by one of Dave’s*, 
friends 


Limberjack or Dancing Doll 

dave pickett: One story behind the dancing doll goes that sometime 
in the seventeenth century, a Bohemian puppeteer brolj:e the string 
to one of his puppets and he didn’t have a replacement string for 
it. So in order for him to perform, he put a stick in the puppet’s 
back and found a limber board for him to dance on. And it was 
so funny and hilarious that he decided to incorporate this into his 
act. What makes it so funny is that there really is no control on 
the motions that the doll goes through. 

So it evolved from a stringed puppet. Actually the dancing doll, 
which is a jointed toy, has been around for about five thousand 
years. Jointed dolls as such hive been found in tombs in Egypt. 

* It probably got into the mountains like the majority of theytoys. 
People immigrated to this country and they brought it with' them. 
I’d say ninety-nine percent of the folk toys we have in this country 
originated in Europe. The people just brought their ideas with them. 
The various sizes of dolls were up to the individual. Just whfrtev^r 
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size he happened to cut out that; day with his knife was what he 
made, ft was something that was relatively easy to make. It could 
be made completely by hand. People didn’t have the places to go 
and buy toys for their children, so what they did was make their 
own toys. 

When I first started makihg dancing dolls, I made them out of 
pine, or anything I could find — pine crating material, for example. 
But then I started making them out of poplar. It’s a little, harder 
wood, and the wearing ability of it is better. I make these dolls to 
dance, and poplar is much easier to work with because it is a little 
harder than pine and doesn’t splinter as badly. The body, the legs, 
and the thigh pieces are primarily poplar, and the arms I normally 
make from scraps left over from the rockers off my rocking horses, 
which are made Of beech or maple or any kind of close-grained 
hardwood; 

For the: paddle, I ve gone to using Luan plywood. The reason 

for that is; that I found this makes as good a paddle as you can 

:_LLS-e^-.rw€-tnade -them- TDUt 'of'ST>tid _ popTaf7 and that makes a good 
paddle, but I found you get more spring out of a Luan than you 
do a solid paddle. Luan is a type of soft mahogany. Taiwan’s a 
big producer. I don’t like the imported woods, but sometimes we 
have to. resort to them. __ . 1 

The kind of wood you use doesn’t make, as much difference .in 
the action as it does the sound of it. With poplar, you get a real ? 
good sound. Pine is soft and you don’t get the real good crisp sound 
when the doll is dancing on the paddle that you do with poplar 

legs- - ; 

All you need to work it is a little practice. 






PLATE '222 After cutting 
out the body, Dave nails the 
arms on but leaves the nails 
p r o t ru d i n g a b out \/$i " instead 
of driving them in tight so that 
the arms will swing free. The 
small heads on the nails keep 
the arms from swinging oil'. 


PLA'TET^y Dave co n tin ues 
assembly by attaching the legs 
to the thighs. Before driving 
anv nails, he dr ills tiny guide 
holes to keep the wood from 
splitting. Then, using ser- 
rated nails (he found that 
after a while the slick wir$ 
brads he used work loose and 
woVk out), he joins the pieces. 


PLATE 224 He clips off the 
points of the nails that go 
through (arrow') and sands' 
the area down to remove any 
rough edges. “I’ve seen peo- 
ple use wire nails and just 
drive the nail through and 
bend it over, and I don’t like 
this at all. I don’t like anything 
projecting like that.” 




PLATE 227 Then he makes and sands the paddle (29" long by 4 % " wide at 
the ends), and inserts the dowel in the doll’s back. He does not glue the dowel 
in so that -it can be easily removed. 
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PLATE 228 David Flanagan using the doll. As the end of the paddle 
bounces beneath the doll’s feet, the legs dance and the arms swing. 
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PLATE 229 Mitch Whitmir^and John Bowen watch as Edd Hodgins demonstrates 
one use of a pop gun with a rolled-up newspaper. 


Pop Guns 

buck carver: We had our pop guns; we’d get an elder — that’s pithy. 
First thing, it had to be good and straight. We’d hew us out a stick 
to punch that pith out with. Sometimes that pith would pack up 
in that and maybe jump out three, four feet when it did pop out. 
You get all that pith out, and then you loaded them with spitballs. 
They’d make a pretty, cracking racket. We always had one load in 
front; then pack another one in the other side with a ramrod. ’Course 
that’s compressed air in there. Lots of time we’d blow in the barrel, 
but that didn’t help any, I don’t think. When you pushed the back 
spitball up [with the ramrod], it threw the front ball out. Some of 
them shoot pretty doggone hard — I've nearly had blisters on me 
from those things. 

hattie kenny: You went out and cut your elder and between the 
joint they’s about a foot. You couldn’t have a joint too thick ’cause 
the paper wads wouldn’t go through. You cut it behind the joints 
and then you got you some wood and made you a ramrod. Then 
you got some paper and went to chunking it in. You had to have 
two balls. One stayed in and the other went out. One stayed at 
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the end at all times. It would burn you like fire if it hit you, too. 
edd hodgins: You load them like loading a muzzle-loading gun. 
You put your first load in there and push it to the end. Ramrod it 
to the end. Blow a little air in there [from the back end] and chew 
up another wad of paper and stick it in the back end. [Then push 
that back wad with your ramrod] and it’ll pop like a .22 rifle! • 
Arthur davis: The first one I ever made was sixty-five years ago. 
I took them to school many times and got into trouble with them. 
We’d use a w'ad of newspaper and put it in there an.d make it shoot. 
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I’d have to sit on a slat with my back to the crowd because I shot 
somebody with one. Our teacher would take every one away from 
us that she saw. We nevergot them back neither. We’d go home, 
make some piore, take them back the next day. 

The plunger is made out of pine. The other part is made out of 
cane. I get my wood from the woods. 

You chew a little Wad of paper, put it in one end of the cane. 
Th enche \va nother, put it m the othe rend. You shove the: plunger- 
in the canc, and the air between them pushes one of therp out 
and leaves the other one for the next time. It. will pop you so hard 
»that it will blister you. '• ] 

V * ’ . 

Puzzles I . 

Some of the most vivid memories Foxfire students have are of 
the times Kenny Runion, visits our classes with a suitcase full of 
puzzles he has made— puzzles that keep us occupied and frustrated 
sometimes for hours. Kenny claims that homemade puzzles like the 
ones he makes have been around in the mountains to fascinate chif- 



PLATE 232 The six curved 
cuts made in this block of 
wood cause it to come apart 
into sixteen pieces (four rows 
of four pieces each). The ob- 
ject is to put the scrambled 
pieces back together. 
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PLATE 233 The object here 
is to remove the heart-shaped 
piece from the rest of the 
puzzle without bending or 
untwisting any of the wire. 
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PLATE \ 235 This puzzle ' 
consists pf a block of wood 
into which, two holes have 
been drilled, and a length of 
cord, the lends of which are 
glued intoja section of moun- 
tain laurel! that is big enough 
so that it willnot pass through 
the hile^Sn the block. The 
object is to remove the cord 
from the block of wood. Also 
shown are two of Kenny's 
tops and three mountain-lau- 
rel rings: 


PL^TE 236 Kenny with one 
of his newest creations: a red- 
*h£aded woodpecker door 
knocker. Pull the cord and the 
bird pecks. 
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PLATE 241 


Stanley Hicks remembers having tHese n^isernakers as a youngster. 
A white-oak split snapping againsL'a handcarverd cog wheel as the 
dox spins around the handle causes the racket. 


Rolling Clown , 

^ ■ 

5 A Fred Potter markets 4h 
l^iorth Car(^^a^A&£^^^ 
loop that- 

ing the clo^^^^ 
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if toy in hiV craft, shop in Sugar Grove, 
^handlej&ui' squeezed together, the thread 
hiMojgfrs hands twists and untwists, caus- 
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PLATE 242 The rolling clown. One 




* end of the horizontal peg fits loosely 

v: MaM 
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into a hole in one of the arms (arrow). 
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PLATE 244 A child’s -sled in John Rice Irwin’s Museum ot Appalachia in Norris, 
Tennessee. It is identical in construction to the large farjn sleds [Foxfire 4, pp. 

1 34-49]- ' ‘ i 


Sleds 

* *...<> 

bertha do^kins: The children had sleds, but these were made just 
about like the big ones [which were used for hauling loads}. When- 
ever it’d snow, they’d get out their sleds and they did have a time 
with them. Why, even my children did that! They’d go up on a 
mountain and turn those sleds loose — two or three of them would 
get on — and come down the mountain. 

la wtON; brooks: We made sleds to ride when the snow was on 
the ground. We made the runners out of sourwood. [They soften 
grow with the proper “crook” in them for runners.] One^me we 
didn’t have £ sled and there come a big old snow and we had a 
big ladder. We drug it up the hill to make us some tracks. Me and 
my brother got on it and started back down the hill, and the thing 
left the road and run aground a. stump and it swapped ends — like 
to have killed bot^of us! [It was} my daddy’s ladder. It tore -the 
ladder up and tore us up, too’ My brother — he was hurt pretty bad 
for quite a while. 

hattie ke-nny: We had little sleds to ride in the snow. My fdther 
made them. They were like farm sleds only you had a bigger cross- 
piece to sit on so you didn’t fall off. ’ 

veler marcus: We’d get a' wide board and nail a piece across here 
to put your toes against. Get up on the hillside up here and come 
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down the steep hill to the bottom on that board. Whenever you 
slid down those hills long epopgh to get the^bottom of the board 
* slick, you’d have a time sticking on that board . I’ve rode down many 
of a time. My uncle always used to keep x us one ipade. 

-Stanley hicks: We used to hollo w but a piece of a log and then 
ride it down the mountain on the snow. That was our snow sleds. 






PLATE 247 Willard Watson makes an even smaller version of a farm sled, com 
plete with mule and farmer, for a child’s toy. 


PLATE £48 Willard’s sled 
includes 'farm tools such as a 
singleToot plow and a hoe 
with a tinv metal blade. 





PLATE 249 Lawton Brooks w r ith his slingshot. 


Slingshots 

T V* 

ARTHUR davis :» Mountain kids have played with slingshots for years. 
I used to kill birds with them, and I knocked the windows out of 
a schoolhouse one time, but not on purpose. I used shoe tongues 
to make the slings because they wouldn’t break easily. I use leather 
now; it’s the best. Canvas or tough cloth will make" a pretty good 
one, too. Yd u can throw a rock three times better with a slingshot 
than you jan with ypur hand. You can also put a piece of lead in 
the slirrgshot and you can kill a bird with it. If you have a good 
round rock, it will go as straight as a bullet. I use old bicycle inner 
tubes now for the rubber strips. 

lawton brooks; I’ve killed many rabbits with a slingshot. Marbles 
are the best things to kill them with. A rock won’t go as straight. 
If I get close 1 up ito what I’m aiming at, I can hit it; but when it’s a 
ways off, it goes to wobbling. Lead bullets is the best thing of all. 
I’ve shot the eyes out of a rabbit before. 

I don’t like bought rubber on my slingshots. I like raw rubber. 
I like raw rubber because it’s got more power to it. It’s got a kick 
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to it. We used to use inner tubes. I got some of that raw rubber 
out of some old T Models. Some of that would be red. 

And then we’d carry these things with us to school. We’d get 
about to the school and they’d make us hide them.- After school, 
we’d pick up little round rocks just laying in the road. Once we 
had a whole pile of rocks and we was standing there in front of 
the store just flipping them. And Edith said, “Lawton, let me shoot, 
let me shoot.” 

I said, “Here it is. Now don’t flip yourself.” 

‘ She said”, “I ain’t.” She drawed back and it knocked her right 
between the eyes and, boy, did I laugh! 
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PLATE 251 A smoke grind- 
er. Pump up and down on the 
horizontal bar with two fin- 
gers, and the disc and shaft 
spin back and forth inside the 
bar. 
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Smoke Grinders ■ . . 

< 

Another locally made toy Fred Patter stocks in his shop is this 
smoke grinder. The point of the toy is set in a slight depression, 
and as the horizontal bar is pumped with two fingers, the influence 
of the string twisting around the shaft and the weight of the wooden 
disk make the toy spin, back and forth in the depression. 

) 

Squirt Guns 

Stanley hicks: We made them like those pop guns — *a hollow piece 
and a plunger. Pull the plunger-back and suck water up in there 
and then push the plunger to squirt it out. Sometimes kids would 
fill, -their squirt guns with hog mud and manure and squirt that mess 
all/ over us!, ' - 

Stick Horses ir 

lelia gibson: In playing, we’d have stick horsbs — get a stick or a 
broomstick, tie a string on it [for a bridle], and straddle it, and 
lope! Now, that’s the kind of playing we had. . ■ 



> - 



PLATE 252 To make a pair 
of stiks, .Clyde R union first 
cuts two rhododendron 
trunks, leaving forks as 
shown. 

} 


Stilts (Tom Walkers or J -walkers 

or Walking Crunches) * * 

edd hodgins: We just called ’em walkin’ crutches — that’s all we 
called them. Get you some forked sticks, over there in the woods 
and cut ’em off. Keep. your feet in those forks and walkan.them. I 
got to where I cOuld get a way up there. When you’re not. up too. 
high, it won’t bother you much, but you get up pretty high and- 
v6u better know what you’re doing pretty good. [If you don’t] it’ll 
pitch you plumb across that pickup. 

Stanley hicks: We’d wade the river on those. Then we’d see who 
could walk the furtherest without falling. We had a prize we’d give 
the one that walked the furtherest with ’em. It wasn’t much — a toy 
or something we made. We’d make little old horses and little old 
dogs for prizes. • 
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PLATE 253 Then he saws the ends 

•. ofF. evenly and removes any rough 

knobs or branch ends . . . 

*** ■» 


PLATE 254 


and tries them out. 


mrs. tom macdowell: Wd’ckcut sticks with forks in them, and we’d 
get old socks and wrap them around right there to keep them from 
hurting our feet, and we’d walk with those stilts. We’d wade the 
creek with them — go right on down the banks of the creek and 
then get out on a big flat rock. 

veler marcus: My brother and me would walk in those things and 
just ruin the sides of our Shoes. We started off about a foot high, 
then go on up. We would get over here by Fred Lovell’s right along 
the creek. They was an old road there. That creek was about up 
to your knees, and we would carry them Tom Walkers down there— 
our high ones — and, boy, we had to get steady or we would fall. 
Once we got balanced we could go right on. 

So we would get down there and if we heard a wagon coming 
round the bend, boy, we would get out of that water and get back 





up [on the bank] and hide so they wouldn’t see us down there , 
playing in the creek. We didn’t want to be down there walking ’cause 
^ we might scare whatever they were driving [horses or oxen]. They 
would think, “Oh no, that’s those rude young’uns down there.” 
TQf Course, they were everybody’s rude young’uns that got out and 
' waded the branch and all that! 

1 

Grape-vine Swings 

nannie ann SANpERS: Go to the woods and find a wild grape vine 
growing up into a tree. Ciit it in two at the bottom and then hold 
onto tha,t free end and swing. I liked to have broke my neck on a 
grape-vine swing once. I fell into a creek — the best place you ever 
- fell. It didn’t break my neck but it sure shoo_k me_up!_ _ — — — — • 
HATTIE kenny: Oh yeah,, swing up [n there and back. I remember 
onb Sunday there was two men that fell off and broke their legs. 
They tried to swing at the same time and it pulled out with them. 
Both men broke their leg in the same place. One of ’em died with 
cancer and the other one got well and went right on. 


- a 
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Rope Swings 

VELER MARCUS: Daddy would make us rope swings, l ie a rope in a 
loop on a limb in the yard where our shade trees were. Then he’d 
fix us a board for a seat. Notch the board so it wouldn’t turn us 
out. You had to be careful or it would turn you out and you would 
. get hurt. ' 

mrs. rae shook: We used to make swings. Somebody would climb 
way up on a tree and tie the ropes, and you’d get in it down here 
and somebody would swing you way out over yonder. You’d go a 
long ways. We’d have a piece of hickory bark across it for a seat. 

Tops or Dancers 

buck carver: [We had] homemade tops. They usually consisted 
of a spinner. You take a spool and whittle it to a sharp point. Then 
take out a round peg and plug it in the -hole [of the spool] and 
slope it to a sharp point. Take that in your fingers and spin it on 
the floor. 
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Stanley hicks: We made dancers out of round wooden discs [4"- 
6" in diameter and 1/4"- 1/2" thick]. We’d drill a hole in the middle 
and drive a sharpened Stick through there, and they’d spin on the 
point of that stick. We would get three or four spinning at the same 
time and see which one would spin the longest. I’ve made some 
that would dance over five°minutes, but if you’ve got one that dances 
that long, you’ve got a pretty good one. Then we’d play a game 
where we’d get them spinning together in a marked-off area, and 
the one that kicked the other ones out of there was the winner 


PLATE 260 With a sharp 
puli of .the string, Stanley 
launches the dancer^ letting it 
drop out of th^’launcher and 
spin freely. v 




* & * 

PLATE 261 Dan Melton, 
Ronnie Welch, Stanley, and 
Richard Jones watch as it 
spins. 
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PLATE 262 Roger Fountain and Bill Taylor saw off a 2 ' -long piece of locust 
while Clyde holds the log. This piece will form the two wagon axlesi 


Wagons 

lawton brooks: Weiused to make' wagons. [We’d] saw the wheels 
out of old black-gum trees — saw them about three inches thick. I. 
had a big old auger to bore a hole through the wheels, and ive’d 
take soap and grease them things with old homemade soap. We’d 
get the axles slick, and they’d stay slick. . •: 

We’d tie a rope to* the front axle, and have bur seat over the 
back wheels, and we’d guide it with the ropes. You get started down 
the mountain, and you codld just fly! 

buck carver: We made wagons. We made the wheels out of old 
black gum. Made many of them — used to haul wood on them. We’d 
make the darn things and get up on a mountain — you^steered ’em 
with your feet. And to pull them, you tied a rope on’ each end of 
the front axle. We kept th^se wheels greased with axle grease till 
they rolled pretty easy. We’d get on* that mountain and sometime 
the thing would get going so fast where we’d see we couldn’t make 
the curve, and we’d bail off and leave the thing and let her. go. I 
guess we got up to twenty fii.iles an hour, maybe more. 
edd.hodgins: My granddaddy and my daddy was wagon and buggy 
makers. Had a pretty good shop. So when my- boy wanted one, I 
knowed how to do it. I made that oldest boy one and, boy, was it 
a dandy. He was just about six. or seven years old and he’d ride it 
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around here jmd...puil it. Sometimes there’d be two or three out 
there playing with it. 

But it was a nice wagon. I made every piece about it from sawed- 
off blocks. It was about eight inches high, and it had the bolsters, 
the hounds, the rocking bolsters, and everything jpst like a regular 
wagon out of a factory. Every bit of it was made from woo'd — wheels s - 
and all. I used to do all such stuff as that every chance I got. 

Then I made my grandchildren a little bitty covered wagon and 
a yoke of steers to pull it. They took it to school. You couldn’t 
get it from ’em for nothing. I mean they wouldn’t take anything 
for it. > 

Clyde runion: My father was a blacksmith. When they were building 
the Black Rock Road up here in 1903, he was the blacksmith On 
that road. He sharpened all the tools, shod all the mules. Then 
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PLATE 268 While Clyde worked on the axles{*fohn Helms and Roger Fountain 
sawed foui 2 -^fiick wheels. Ideally, t£ie wheels would be made of black gum, but 
since none wai available at the. tiring Clyde decided to use poplar he had handy 
just lor purposes of demonstration. Poplar should be avoided if at all possible 
however, as it splits easily. 
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PLATE 269 With a crude 
compass, Clyde marks a per- 
fect circle of identical diame- 
ter on each wheel. The wheels 
should be at least i2 r in diam- 



'PLATE *270 With a* hammer, chisel, 
and a draw knife, he removes the wood ’ 
that Ires outside the circles he has 
scribed on the wheels. After roundingl 
the wheels and drilling a hole in the! 
center of each, he puts them on the* 
axles, adding the wooden pegs to hold 
them. 



PLA TE 271 At one end of 
1 the centeij-suppon beam, 
Clyde chisels out a small 
notch on both sides so that 
the beam will fit exactly into 
„ the center notch cut previ- 
Jj ously in the top of thfc rear 




PLATE 272 He next marks 
the angle he will have to cut 
in the end of each side brace 
(the end that will have to be 
angled for the left brace is un- 
der hi^ hand in this photo- 
- graph) and the length to 
which each side brace will 
have to be cut. 
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ri.A i u 1 273 Using one of 
the side braces as a guide, he 
marks the top half of the rear 
axle (£he rocking bolster) for 
the notches that will fit down 
over the side braces (see Plate 


1 274 The 
assembly, including 
ing bolster, minus 
side braces. 


PLATE 275 Next s Clyde 
drills a hole through the cen- 
ter of the rear axle assembly 
and drives a wooden peg into 
the hole to hold it all to- 
gether. The peg sholjjd go all 
the way through, and any ex- 
cess should be cut off where 
it comes through the bottom 
of the axle. 
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PLATE 276 He then puts the side 
braces in place and drill^ and pegs 
them. also. 


PLATE 277 l.o complete the rear 
axle assembly, he drills and pegs the 
side braces into place through their am 
gled ends. 


PLATE 278 The next step 
is to turn the wagon over, and 
shave off the sharp edges of 
the underside of the main 
support beam at 4be point 
where it will rest in the top 
of the front axle. This will al- 
low if to turn on the front axle 
without binding. 
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PLATE 280 To complete the front 
axle assembly, Clyde drills a hole 
through it for a metal bolt that will hold 
it together loosely enough so that the 
front axle will turn with ease. 
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PLATE 279 The wagon is turned 
back over and the'main support beam 
is set into place in the sloped notch 
that has been^cut in the top of the front 
axle. Note that a support brace for the 
wagonbed has been added to the main 
support beam. 
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PLATE 281 Clyde nails the 
bed of the wagon to the top 
of the rocking bolster and the 
top of the support brace, and 
then shapes the two sides for 
the wagon and nails them 
firmly to the side of the wag- 
onbed. 
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PLATE 282 To complete the bed, 
Clyde cults out a back rest and nails 
it into place at a slight slant behind 
that portion of the bed that serves as 


PLATE 283 ' To finish the wagon, he 
nails a foot rest onto the main support 
beam; and attaches a steering rdpe to 
the front axle. Axle grease can be used 
to make the wheels turn freely, and a 
coat of paint can be added, if desired. 


when he first come to Mouhtain City, he built a blacksmith shop 
i« 1925 an d ra h it (,o 1950. Back in them days, blacksmithing was 
a good business. 

I used to watch him make horse wagons, and from that I got 
the pattern to make my wagons to play with when I was a boy. 
When I took to schooling, seemecyike everyone tried to style his 
own wagon, and the one I’m going to make for you all today is 
styled the way I made mine, except the one I hauled wood on was 
different from that. It was built stronger with brakes and all, and 
the bed would, come out to the front wheels. It was bigger, and 
me and my brother would pull, it. We’d haul wood out of the moun- 
tain all the time,. ' 

For these wagons we rode on, we’d have trails, and miles to ride 
on Sunday. That was all there was to do. Bunch of us get together 
and race off the mountain. They’d style them every which way, you 
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know. Some made them one way and another made another way. 
There s a lot of ways to fix them. Put steering wheels on them, or 
put another seat behind,- or change the bed.- About anything you 
want to. Now, I used to make a goat wagon with bigger wheels 
and shafts like a regular horse wagon except a goat would pull it, 
and that s lots of fun to pull people in. We’d always make the wheels 
out of black gum, and use locust for the axles on account of it 
wouldn t wear. The wheels would Wear some, but all you haye to 
do is saw you another set of wheels and put them rigfit back on 
when the wheels wear out. Instead of using an auger, we’d heat 
up a pipe in the fire and burn our holes in the center of the wheels 
for the axles. Sometimes we’d put old black axle grease on the 
axles, but not too much or it will swell the. wheels up and make 
them tight. You’d want just enough to make them slide good. But 
that makes a pretty rig. Never painted them. Just left them natural. 





I quit school in 1946, and when I quit school, I quit my wagon , 
business. I hadn’t never thought of another wagon until I saw you 
all the other day. But we really, used to have a time on them. I 
had several hurts on one of them things. Get a big bunch on it 
1 and get on the mountain and ‘hang around a curve and right down , 
off the side and run into a tree and throw us off. Best qne I ever 
had, I had made one out of wheelbarrow wheels, and got a- way 
back up on the 'mountain about a mile or so; and there was a big 
okl sawbriar patch out yonder; and just before we got to, it, rl jumped 
off and let the wagon gg on through the sawbriar patefc There 
was two people 6n it. But we got a lot of kicks out of something 
like that. We’d get together and get our wagons and ride all day 
long on Sunday — play in the woods. Now you almost don’t want 
that. It’d be dangerous to get on the road nowadays, too. 'Every 
morning I used to pull my old wagon all the wav through here all 
the way to the old scfioolhouse up yonder. I’d take my wagon with 
me every morning, and* at recess we would race and have a big 
time. , - 
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PLATE 297 Mr. Davis 
shows us how he rubs the stick 
across the grooves of the 
whimmy-diddle to make the 
propeller turn. U 


Whimmy Diddles or Jeep Sticks 

Arthur davis: First one I ever saw* was about twenty-five years ago,. 
„My'friend found one up in Mountain City. Then, fie finally' gave it 
? to me. First one I ev e r sawjn a der Ima d e it myself. 

.W-fien-I-first's farted making jeep sticks I told everybody I could 
tell their fortunes with them; The idea is to put your thumbnail 
right .up against the stick and it will go one way. If you want it to 
go the other way, put your thumbnail un der the # sd ck: can ma ke 

one of these in thirty minutes, or forty at least. 

The ridges are what makes it turn. You could take a pencil and 
do the same thing. They can be any length 1 ; , they’re usually about 
five inches long. Inside is just a piece of hard wood. You get the 
propeller as loose as you can get it. You can use any kind of wood. 
-I usually use ivy because it usually has a crook in it. The crOok 
makes it easier to hold. ' 1 / - 
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I’ve always called them “jeep sticks,” that’s all I ever call them. 
Some people call them “gee-haw whimmy diddles.” [The “gee haw” 
part of the name that many people use comes from the fact that 
'you can make the propeller go in either direction, just as the same 
commands make a mule or a steer turn to the right or the left.] 


Hollow Whistles 

Hattie kenny: We made hundreds of whistles out of willow along 
the creekbanks. We would get a slick, pretty one and cut it off as 
long as we wanted it. Then we would make a notch to blow through 
and put a piece of wood b ac k in the end of it to plug, the end- 
You had a whistle you could hear a mile. You e&ri even learn to 
make little songs on ’em. , %■ — 
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mrs. rae. shook: Used to, in the spring, we’d go up and get some 
small pieces of voung sourwood. Cut a sprout and rub the bark of 
• tj; loose with another sprout and pull that Dark off. Out a mouthpiece 
where you blow into it. Then-fix you a piece to go back down in 
the end to plug it up. 

Arthur davis: I've made them ever since 1 was a kid. The whistle 
is the easiest tov I’ve ever made because it only takes fifteen minutes 
to make. I used to make whistles. with' Jittle.holes on top of. them, 
but l haven’t made -one Of them in a long time. Those make a different 
tune than the ones I make now. 

I get my river cane out on Broad River. It’s smaller than bamboo. 
It’s better to cut them when they’re green because they’re easier 
to work with, but you can work them when they’re dry'. 

You stop one end up wath a piece of wood to keep the air from 
coming out. You can use any kind of wood for the plug. The plugs 
will get tighter as they dry out. Sometimes they dry out so good 
that you can’t get' them out again. But this doesn’t change the tune 

of it. . 

You want ; them’dried out when you blow; them. The length makes 
the difference in the tune, but you can have them long,or short., 
Cut a little air hole in one end to blow through so it will \vlfistle. 
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PLATE 301 






PLATE 302 Edd Hodgins took us to 
the woods behind his .house to show 
us how to make a whistle. sri 


PLATE 303 First, he cuts a 
laurel branch and . . . 


Split Whistles 

ernest franklin: We made our whistles out of goose quillsWeyj- 
split the feather and blow against it. . f 
edd hodgins: I could make you one in a few minutes if you want 
to see one. You just split an ivy stick and put you a leaf down in 
there and trim it off and then blow on that. 


PLATE 304 . . . shaves off 

two sides and splits it about 
halfway down the middle. 







Whittled Animals ' 

One iradition firmly associated with the Appalachians is that of 
whittling. 'birds 5 and animals, often for children to play with; more 
often, ,, now, for sale to tourists and collectors through area crafts, 
shops. One area whittler, Ben Bar, who litres in Clarkesville, Georgia, 
was selected fo_r_ this chapter because of the appropriateness of many 
of his works for, children's play. 

ben bar: I’ve ,be£n carving about thirtf^r thirty-five years. I did a 
little when I was sixteen or sevente|hiy<bars old. I like to whittle. 
When I stai^, off, using a big fofifpfd shave off sticks letting 
the shayiii|^ J falf/%>wn. But th^^i|p|d man told me one time, 
savs ‘Aimfmi^iOa’nice stick th^Jhi^you whittle it all away and 
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P LATE 307 B en_ Bar ayi thu on e— of hi-s c Fe a ti ons . — • 


* 

it’s gone. Mate something out of that stick you can save instead 
of whittling -it all away.” 

I drive a lumber truck for a local sawmill for a living, and I can 
get lots of my w r ood — slabs, knots, and such that they can’t sell — 
from the mill. I also collect laurel wood to use in lots of my toys. 
I collect that in the w r oods during the winter w'hen the sap is down 
so the bark won’t peel off later and" ruin the toy. 








PLATE 31? 


. . . and a dog with three treed possurrts. 


Kids can playvwith all my toys. They like them because 'they’re 
sturdy and there’s nothing about one to hurt them in any way. 

I’ve never been trained to do my carving. I just do a little more 
and a little more; getting ideas here and there. And I buy Barlow 
knives by the box, taping the handles so they won’trhurt my hand. 
I wear those knives out fast. This one here is abo^ two and a half 
months old and it’s about Wore Out already! 
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Windmills > ■ 

Though not technically a toy, these creations powered by wind 
are among the giost lighthearted, entertaining, and fascinating cre- 
ations in the mountains. Mounted on stakes in a front yard or on 
a roof, and-constantly pointed into the wind thanks to a ball bearing 
and a tail rudder, the motion and light clatter of these works' can 
be satisfying in a unique way. Some families are so drawn to. them 
that their yards- will be literally filled with windmills all representing 
different activities: churning, boxing, sawin'g, Splitting wood, milk- 
, ing — -a list limited only by the maker’s imagination. 

The principle is simple. Heavy-gauge wire runs from the propeller 
r. along the base. At various intervals, crooks are bent into the wire. 
The moving portions of carved animals or people are hooked to 
these crooks by other pieces of wire. As the propeller turns, the 
, base wire with its Crooks also turns, forcing the moving portions 
of the figures back and forth or up and down in a constantly repeating 
motion, the speed of which varies, of course, according to wind 
• velocity. 

Cf kenny runton: I* put up a windmill here — one v\yth a big wheel. 

There was seven things on there a’workin’. The first was two fellows 

on a seesaw. One would go down and the other would come up 

just thataway, you know. And the next thing was a man churning, 

and the next thing was a man milking. Then there was -some other 

things on there. When that thing turned, it was something to see! 

. Clyde runion: These windmills have been around- for a long time 

in the mountains. fjust build them for a hobby , thing! myself. I 

just like to see them run, you know. ^ ' 

I made the pattern for this one [see Plates 313-24] myself. Another 

way I made one once was with a man riding a horse. Every time it 

would turn, the horse would go. I just had one on it! It didn’t work 

too good, though. You had. to have it all hooked up together to 

where ; as the horse went one way, the man went backwards? You 

had to bend one crank down and the other up ’cause one pulled 

the horse down and at the same time, the other one pushed the 

man backwards. It’s real complicated to make one of them. And 

when it got wet, it wouldn’t work. 

I used to make them with lights on them with a generator. When 
* ^ 

tNe wind blows, it would light up, you know. The generator would 

pti t out, and the lights would come on. It’s right pretty to have 

different kinds of bulbs in there. And when the wind would blow, 



m 


y^&my 


PLATE 313' Clyde’s wind- 
mill has one man who bends 
at the waist and appears to 
split a log with a wedge . . . 


-&*** ' ~7 





mr 





it would light up. You have to have about a six-foot propeller to 
do that with, and A caF generator. Y^u can run you a wire, all around 
the propeller, and make your bulbs around an it like’ Christmas lights. 
Then \vhen it’s turning, you don’t see the' propeller at night. You 
just see the lights turning. People wonder what that is. The faster 
it turns, the more light it lights up. It’s r^al pretty. I like to do 
something like that. I’ve always had windmills. 

You can have them milking a cow or fighting or about anything 
you want to put down there. One’s just about as -easy as the other 
[to make]. But the cow milking is, hard to make because you’ve 
got to have the cow moving„and the; man [moving, too]. Then you 
can have a Woman churning. That’s" no trouble to make. 


PLATE 314 . *. . and two men \#ip move back and forth savving a log with 
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PLATE 318 








PLA 1 E 325 Another type oi windmill. The rabbit used to have wings so that 
when the wind blew, k would spin. - 

i) * f l 

You’ ve got to use a hard wood on account of it busting. Something 
like maple or oak. Pine won’t hardly work on it. And you’ve got 
to be pretty particular about making that shaft there [with the cranks]. 
You got to figure out not to make them the same way, you know. * 
II you do, they will all work together. .You’ve got to have them 
offset so one will work different from the other, I use copper wire 
for that shaft.. I take a pair of pliers and a vise and bend it the 
way I want to. And you’ve got to leave the arms loose enough to 
work. If you tighten %em up too much, they won’t work. 

On the propeller, you cut one slope one way and the other the 

other way, and when the wind blows in here, why, it turns it. I 1 
like to make the propellers out of poplar because it’s the lightest 
wood and it doesn’t soak w'ater in as bad as pine. It sheds the water 
off and doesn t get heavy. On a double propeller, if you ain’t careful, . 
you’ll get one cut wrong and it will fight itself and won’t turn at 
all. Moti ve got to get them all cut the same, and you’ve got to 



PLATE 329 . . . the back ... ^ 


PLATE 330 . . and the side. 
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balance them. If yob get one side longer than the other, the wind 

won’t blow it good. Two propellers are stronger than one. But some- 
thing else. If you get too big of a propeller, it turns too fast and 
then it’ll. fly apart. I h.ad one on top of the house once, .and I had 
it- willy-two men fighting A on it. In comb a big windstorm one night, 
and it got -to turning too Vast and they all Hew off of it. The faster 
the wind would Blow, .the faster they would light. *. 

-- I’ve tried to paint them but I can’t paint them just right so I 
leave, them natural. Anybody that was a good hand to paint could 
paint them good. Sometimes d take my \knifc and round oil the 
bodies real good. But that one there I just sawed it out and never 
did found it off. You can use a three-quarter-inch board -and “can 
whittle out the< man to look pretty mspch like a man, you know. 
That’s just a half-inch board there:. It takefc a long time, though, 
to round one off. . 


GAMES ' \ 

Anty-over (or Anthqny Over or Ant’ni Over) 

r* ■ 

esco Pin s: Half would be on one side of a hotise and half on the 
other. One side would have the hall. The side that didn’t have the 
ball would saw, “Anty,” and the one that had it Would veil, “Over.” 
Then he would throw the ball and if anybody bn the other side 
caught it he would run aro.und the house and throw it and try to 
get somebody out. They would go till everybody was out, then 
change sides. \ - . \ * . 

veler Marcus: \Ve Would get us a ball and we’d gey down to the 
schoolho„u$e. There would be eight or ten on this Side, then eight 
or ten on that. side. The school building was pretty high but we 
managed to throW-the ball over. We’d holler, “Anty-over.” We’d 
have two people down at the end so we could tell pretty well who 
caught the ball. [Our team] would divide and half of us would run 
on each side of the building toward the other side of the.schoolhouse. 
The person who had caught the bajl would throw it in the crowd, 
and whoever the ball hit had to go over on the other side and 
then we’d Start all over again. I, 

hattie kenny: You would throw the ball over, and if one caught if 
and ran around and hit you with it, you had to go to that side 
and let him stay over here. They would be a whole team of people. 
SortTetimes there would just be two and sometimes there would 
be ten or twelve.. We played this a many of times. 
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lawton brooks: You see, if you tjircw the ^11 over the roof— one 
team on one side and one on the 1 other — whoever caught it would 
run around the other side of the house and hit a person with it. 
That person was out, if you could slip around \and hit him with it ’ 
before he could get out of sight of you. We always had to play 
with old yarn balls. They wouldn’t hurt you— pif^you got hit on the 
head with one, it wouldn’t hurt, just bounce off. 
marinda brown: When I. w r as in school, along when I was about . 
sixteen, our main game w r as anty-over. We’d throw the ball across 
the schoolhouse. We’d divide up the crowd-part would be on one 
side and part on the other.. We'd throw the ball back and forth, 
and if anyone on one side caught the ball, thev’d all run around 
and fry to tag the ones coming from the other side. Everyone they 
tagged had to join that side. Sometimes they’d play till maybe just 
one was left, and sometimes not any left on that side. They just 
kept; working like that w ; ay; that was a lot of fun. We' spent all of 
our time as far back as I can remember doing that. 

I got my nose hurt one time. We had„a new boy come to school — 
his .first day. It was kind of a cold, bad day and &e were playing 
ant/y-over. We ran into each other, and oh! It just smashed my mouth 
and nose. I was sick for about a week. . 

t 4 f t -.vi ; 

KeNny runion: I like to got killed playing it one time. I threw the 
ball-over and a girl hollered. She ought not to have done that. I 
started around the corner of the schoolhouse and we met. I’m telling 
you the truth — I bet I went ten feet out through those rocks. Like 
to killed her too. We just. run face to face. Teacher didn’t whip 
us, though. We said it was just an accident. I never played no more 

ball. 

«• 

Base 

ernest franklin: I’ve knowft a game of base to last two or three 
hours because some of the runners were so good. The game was 
usually played at school and took the place of our baseball today. 
Most one-room schools could about make a good team if they used 
all the kids they had. You have to have an umpire because the game 
gets pretty confusing. 

Any number of people can play. They are divided into Twp equal 
teams and each team is assigned to a base. The two bases face 
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each other twenty to thirty feet apart or more depending on the 
running ability of the players, the terrain, etc. The bases are long 
enough so that each player can touch the base simultaneously [see 
Plates 333-36]. 7 * 

The object of the game is to circle the opponent’s base and return 
“home” without being caught and tagged out by one of the oppo- 
nents. "There is usually no restriction on how far ’a player tun's. 
[Ernest remembers one time that a player trrcled so .far through 
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PLATE 332 Ernest Franklin uses pebbles to show Tina Smith, Johfi Bowen, Wig; 
and Harvey Miller the layout for base. • • * 


the woods around. an opponent’s base that he didn’t get back until 
aftjer school was, finished W the day.] Play continues until all the 
players on one side are out — or until the referee stops the game. 

The rule to remember is that if a player has touched his base 
since you left yours, he can tag you put unless you beat him back 
to your home base or he is intercepted and chased away or tagged 
out bv one ’bf your teammates. , 










PLATE 336 While C is helping A, D may chase C and tagTiim out as 
long as he leaved his base' after C. Two or three men may be chasing A, 
• but* C can tag only one of them out [and only one that left his base before 
he did-pThen he has,to get back to his own home base 'to be safe. 

When C' gets into enemy territory, B can leave pursuit of A, tag his 
own base, and th%n chase C if he wants. 4 

A player tagged when off his base is out of the. game. The side that 
loses all its players first loses, >the game. 1 . 


Play usually begins with a player from one side approaching the 
enemy base and getting-as close as he can to it without being tagged 
out. When a member of the opposite team is taunted into chasing 
him, he gets back to his home base as quickly as he can. If he is , 
. tagged before he gets home^he drops out.' Meanwhile, (’another 
player from the same base m% be trying to circle the opposite team’s 
base. If this player makes it back home safely, the opposite team 
has to eliminate of their men. They usually pick one of their 
slower men and make him drop out and save their strongest runners 
for as long as they can. ' ;\ . « 

/ At least one player stays onja base at all times to protect it. 


Blindfold • 

■mrs. rae shook: One person has his eyes blindfolded. the other 
players stay just out of his reach as he wanders around trying to~ 
touch one of them. The players call out to him and may run past^ 
and touch him and tease him,! but they try to dodge 
so they won’t be tagged. The! first person touched or tagged 
the blindfolded one is then ■ “it]” and his are blindfolded and 
the game begins again, . ' J 
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Bullpen 

?• 

ernest franklin: My dad would play this game, and tf I guess myc 
grandpa did too. It’s been handed down for: generations. The last| 
year I played was in'1929, which was also the last year I went barefoot 
to school. I was a sophomore in high school then. You’d have at 
least eight players: four on a side. The game was "played with a 
ball made of yarn, and we always got our mother to sew around it 
to keep it from unraveling. If the ball was too light, sometimes ' 
we’d wrap the yarn around a core like a piece of wood to give it 
extra weight. ' 

[The object of the game is'to get all the men out, on one team 
by hitting each one of them with the ball. One team of four players 
mans the bases, and the other players get in the center or in the 
bullpen. One man on base th.rows’Hhe ball diagonally across the 
field to another base to get the ball into play. Then it is thrown 
around the bases. At any point, a man on base can catch the ball 
and try to hit a man in’ the center with it. The man in the center 
tries to dodge it. If the man who throws it misses, he is out of the 
game. If he hits the man he was throwing at, that man pibks up 
the bail as quickly as possible and tries to hit one of the basemen, 
who by this time have scattered and are running in all directions. 
Though the basemen are allowed to run away, a man in the center 
cannot leave the bullpen unless the ball bounces or rolls out! Then 
he can leave the bullpen to retrieve the ball, but he has to throw 
* it at one of the fleeing basemen from that point. He .can’t run with 
the ball! If the man in the center misses the baseman he is throwing- 
at, he isfout. If he hits the baseman, that man is out, and the thrower 
can stay in the bullpen for the next round. i. 

When a baseman is out leaving three men on base, , those men 1 
can move from base to base at will. When there are two mefi left 
on base, those two, at tne beginning of each round, meet together 
out to one side, arid one conceals the ball so that the players in '■ • 
the center don’t know whiqh baser^an has it. They return, to their 
bases, each one acting like he has the ball, and each mqying from 
base to base to keep the players in the center confused until the 
ball is actually thrown at a man in the center beginning the round. 
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PLATE 337 The ball must pass diagonally over the players in the bullpen, 
from one base player' to another to begin the gam.£. 
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PLATE 338 if G throws ymd hits E, E can thrqwo at any of the players 
on the'bases (who are running by this time), and if he hits one, that 
base player, is out. If E misses, he’s out. 


When there is only one man left on base, he can move along 
the baselines at will and thrqw at any time at a man in the center. 
The game ends when all the players on 1 one team are out. Then 
those who were in the bullpen take the bases, those who "were on 
the Bases move to the bullpen, and a new game begins ] 
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PLATE 339 


Chase the. Rock - ■ . v 

jean ramey: The object of the game is to hop all the way around 
the circle on one foot without stopping or changing feet. /Throw a 
disk frit 6 "one of the squares? Hop on one Toot around to ' it and 
jump over the square it is in and onto the circle. When you get to 
the circle you may change feet and hop back to the square that 
has your disk in it. Stop, pick it up, and then hop back to the starting- 
line. , r -t • 

There are two .ways of playing this game. You can play with a. 
disk, or without. T he way you play it without a disk CTs-o/ ou hop 
around it without stopping or- changing feet. Whoever goes, all the 
wav around it without stopping is the winner. 

Checkers 

erNest franklin: Checkers has been around as far back as I can 
remember, which was about sixty years ago. We would usually use 
Coca-Cola tops after they came out. Turn the caps dfieyway. and 
the other person would turn them the opposite way. For the board 
we would use cardboard and draw out the squares on it. The game 
was played. then the same way it is now as far as the rules go. 
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Club Fist 

MRS. IVY MCCALL, DAISY JUSTICE, AND MRS. ^GERALDINE OWENS: The 
players stack their fists, with their thumbs up, each' player grasping 
. the thumb of the fist below. The leader, whose hands remain free, 
starts with the top fist in the stack and asks its owner, “You want 
’ to take it off, knock it off, or let the crows pick it off?” If the owner 
doesn’t take it off the stack himself, he tells the leader to either 
knock it off, or let the crows pick it off, whereupon the leader either 
knocks it loose dr pulls' it off, following the command. This continues 
until only one fist remains. At this point the leader and the owner 
of the last fist say the following dialogue: 

<3 

ql Where’s the water? 

A.: The ox drunk it. 

• Q,.: Where’s the ox? 

a.: The butcher killed it. 

Qn Where’s the butcher? 

A.: The rope hung him. ' 

Q..: Where’s the rope? 
a.: The 0 rats gnawed it. 

Q_.: W’here’s the rats? ,:i 

a.: The cat caught them. 

Q,.: Where’s the cat? ' / 

a.:’ The gun shot it. / 

Q,.: Where’s the gun? / 

a.: The hammer broke it. . / 

q_.: Where’s the hammer? ^ 

r- 

a.: Behind the door cracking hickory nuts! 

The first one that shows his teeth (grins) while- this is going on 
gets so many hairs pulled out of his head or so many pinches or 

hits. We always said ten boxes and a pinch. / 

/ 

y . . 

Corncob Jail / 

wayne wall: We used to play thiS/game in the barn, and my father 
says he played it as a child in Rabun County, also. 

One player is chosen as sheriff, and an area four or five feet 
square is marked off a spins jail. The other players are fugitives. 
The sheriff throws corncobs at the fugitives, and each one he strikes 
has to come to fail. While the sheriff is busy trying to “c apt ure” 
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the other players, they try not only to dodge, but also to set the 
prisoners free. A fugitive can set a prisoner free by slipping past 
the sheriff and handing the prisoner a corncob, which becomes his 
ticket to freedom, releasing him to become a fugitive again. 

The game ends when the sheriff has all the -fugitives captured 
and in jail. 

\ * \ • 

Cracking th£ Whip 

ernest franklin: Everyone would join hands alid form a long line 
with the biggest man in front as the anchorman, and the smallest 
man on the’ end, Then we’d run together in a curved line and at 
some point the anchorman would stop and the rest of the line would 
keep gdipg around in a curve just like cracking . a whip. If you went 
fast enough, that little one on the end would almost be airborne 
when he came around. They finally stopped us from playing that 
at school. Too many kids got their shoulders dislocated and their 

arms broken. That one on the end really fared rough! - , * 

* 

Devil in the Promised Land 

lawton brooks: We played a game called “The Devil in the Prom- 
ised Land.” A big branch went" down through our pasture.. Some 
places, it was wide and some places were narrow enough to jump 
across pretty good. There’d be about eight or ten of us pry. one' 
side. We’d put -one on the other side and he was the’ devil. Now 
we had to cross the branch and go around him and jump the branch 
back. Now if he caught us before we made the run around him, 
we had to go on to the devil’s side. - 

'] 

Dodgeball . 

mrs. buck c?arver: Get sopie people and bunch them up in a circle. 
One person would get on each side of the, circle and roll a regular 
rubber ball through the center of the circle and try to hit the people 
in the circle. The people in the circle tried to dodge the ball, but 
when a person was hit, he had to go out and sit down. The game 
was over when everyone was out. When the game was over, the 
people that were playing picked two more throwers. Then they 
started again. 
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Dropping the Handkerchief \ 

veler Marcus: We would have a big ring with everyone racing into 
the middle, and one would be out of the ring. The one out would 
go around and drop the handkerchief behind someone. They could 
watch our side and we could w'atch theirs. If they dropped the hand- 
kerchief over ther e, then our side cbuldn’t help but to start grinning, 
.same with their side. Then one would look dowm and see if it was 
behind him. If it was, he would jump and grab the handkerchief 
and run and try to catch this one going around the ring to get 
back where this one left from and- take his place. If he caught the 
one that had dropped the handkerchief, that' one had to go to the 
middle. If he didn’ t catch the one that had dropped the handkerchief 
before that one got to his place in the circle, then that man had 
to keep the handkerchief and start a new game. 

Fieldball 

ethel corn: Everyone played ball together. We raveled up socks 
and made our own balls. We’d take a rag and ball it up in the 
center (some people used rocks for the center) and sometimes we’d 
make them out of pure yarn, then sew them good after we got 
them wound up. It w r as balled up just like you-would ball up yarn 
to knit. 

[For the bat] you’d get a common-sized little hiclcory and trim 
it down, but generally we’d get a plank about five inches, gauge it 
down to make a handle for it. 

veler marcus: Two teams are chosen — evenly, divided. Number of 
players is not important. Each team has a catcher, a pitcher, and 
the rest stay in the outfield to catch the ball after the batter hits 
it. All people on a team get a turn at bat- before the sides change. 

One team goes up to bat. Every person on that team has a turn 
at bat and . then the other team comes to bat. Every time the pitcher 
throws the ball, the batter strikes at it. None is considered a ‘‘ball.” 
If the batter misses the ball, he is^ out and the next player comes 
up to bat.. If he hits the ball, he starts running toward first base. 
If someone in the field catches the ball before it hits the ground, 
or after only one bounce, the batter is out. If he hits the-eball far 
enough, he may make a home run, running around all the bases 
and back to home plate. 
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’When the ball is caught Ty \a person in the field, he either tries 
to tag the runner or throy^the ball tofisomeone closer to the runner 
who can tag him. The runner is out* wlicn tagged, unless he, is touch- 
ing a base. He can run on to the next base or home when the 
next batter hits a bail. 'If the remainder of the players on his team 
strike out before he can run into home, he is considered out and 
doesn’t get a point. _ .. V 

The game can end at any time the players agree on, so long as 
both sides have an equal number of times at bat. A point is made 
each time a runner successfully bats a ball and runs around all the 
bases and returns to home plate without being tagged. 


Fireball 

edd hodgins: You tie a bunch of old toe sacks up good. Soak one 
in kerosene oil and set it on fire. Then you can whack it or throw 
it. Bov, it’s dangerous. It’d take it half the night to burn out, and 
it could set something afire, but it used to be nothing never got 
fire much. We'd get a-bum-h out in_a_fteld_Chi istmas or something 
afire balling. T’hfow ’em just as far as you can throw ’em. Couldn’t 
burn vour hand because you’d grab ’em quick and throw ’em quick. 
Never get burnt. Play with* ’em all night. That ball of fire goin’ 
through the air bigger than anything \vas something. And that was 
the sport — to see who could throw it the fartherest. That was the 
fireball — soaked in kerosene oil. . , 

Fox and Dogs 

buck carver: This was a rough game usually played just by big 
boys, and often at school. One was the fox, another carried an ax, 
and the rest of the players were the dogs. 

The fox would start running and try to find a small tree about 
six to twelve inches in* diameter and climb it. The dogs would be 
chasing him. When they_£aught_up with him and treed him, the 
person with the ax would come along and chqp down the tree. If 
the fox could get away without getting caught, he’d start running 
again and climb another tree. The game continued until he was 
caught. Then a new game could start with another person as the 
fox. 

There was usually a lot of noise with the dogs barking at the 
-Te> x and yelling - as they chased him . , 
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Fox and Geese' 

kenny runiqn: T his \Vas one of the first game,s I learned to play. 
[It] was usually played yit the mill while people Were wailing to have 
their corn ground. I guess this is one reason they used corn instead 
of something else for playing the game. 

The miller was usually the fox dncl he was usually the winner 
because he got so much .'prac tice at it. It was always exciting to 
sec if anyone could beat the miller at playing the game. 

[ Twenty-two pieces of white corn represent the geese. I'wo pieces 
of red corn represent the Voxes. Foxes may catch the geese, but 



PLATE 340 Geese are set on each corner and intersection as shown. The two 
dark grains are the foxes. ’ 

The two lower corners, on the right and left sUJes of the foxes, (points B, C) 
are left open. The first move is always made by one fox. He has twf^choices: (1) 
capture one of., the .geese by jumping one into an empty space, of 5 ! 2) move to 
the center line (at point A). * 

The fox may, at any time, move into an adjacent empty space, or jump over 
one goose (in any direction) into an empty space beyond, thus capturing that 
goose. A fox may also move or jump into a space occupied by the other fox. 

Geese may move in any>direction into an adjacent empty space, but cannot jump 
other geese or foxefc'. 

The small end of the board belongs to the foxes and they cannot move back 
down into it; nor can the geese move down there. The line separating th^ faxes' 
end of the board from the main playing surface is called the “fence.” ? 

Again, the object of the game is to stop the foxes so that they cannot make 
another move. It is very difficult to corner the foxes after ten to twelve geese 
have been captured," so the gee$e must act quickly to block the foxes. 

-Hr ’ • 
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•the geese may not at any time capture the foxes — only use their 
greater numbers to corner them. The object of the game is to be 
able to stop the foxes so that they have no other place to move.] 
Stanley hicks: We played that game a lot. You had to hem those 
foxes up to beat them. And the way we played was every time a 
fox jumped a goose, he’d goy “Qua-a-ack!” real loud. Our dadwoqjd 
do that — “Qua-a-ack!” — and he made us so cussed mad! \ 

Frog Trouncing 

M. s. york: Place a flat board on a block or stump or something 
of that nature (in a seesaw position). Put a frog on one epd of the 
board, the end that is touching the ground. Take a mallet $r sledge- 
hammer and hit the end opposite that that the frog is on. The object 
of the game is to see who can get the frog the highest. 

Fruit-basket Turnover , 

Helen justice: Everyone sits oh chairs in a circle.' Someone gives 
each-person the name of a fruit — -two or three people should have 
the same [one]. One person is standing in the middle without a 
chair. He calls out one or two fruits at a time. When they call out 
your fruit you try to change places without the one in the middle 
getting a seat. The one left standing calls out names next. If “fruit 
basket turnover” is called, everybody has to change places. 


Green Grass ’ 

* 

Julia smith: Miss Jinks, our first woman teacher, taught us this -one. 
She had us sitting around on seats in one corner at the wall. She 
sat back on one of the desks, and told us how to play green grqss. 
You start off with “Here’s a crooked crab tree.” And the one that 
had it said to him had to sa.y it to the next one. And that, one would 
have to turn around quickly and say it t6 the next one. Each person 
added something on— Hike “the crooked grass that grows under the 
crooked crab tree,” and we had to say it every bit every time. One 
would say it to the next one and he’d say, “Is it the crooked crab 
tree?” And* he had to say, “Yes, it’s the crooked crab tree.” 

Here’s how I think it went: 
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Person No. 1: Here’s the crooked crab tree. 

Person No. 2: Is it the crooked crab tree? 

Person No. 1: Yes [etc.]. 

Person No. 2: Here’s the crooked grass that grows under the 
4 crooked crab tree. 

Person No. 3: Is it the crooked grass that grows under the crooked 

crab tree? , - > 

-Person No. 2: Yes [etc.]. , , ' 

Person No. 3: Here’s the crooked [something] on the crooked grass 
that grows under the crooked crab tree. 

Person No. 4: Is it the [etc.]? ’ 

And they’d make it up as they went along. 

" * . £%.*• t 

Green Man’s Garden _ ;.- 

julia smith: We’d play two sides and have one crowd over here 
‘ and pne over there. They s#id some little something like, “Where 
are you?” and the other group would sav, “In the green man’s 
garden.” The first would say, “What are you doing in the green 
man’s garden?” ' • •; . 

‘ “Eating the green man’s grapes.” Then the reply came back some- , - 
thing like, “The green man will get yoju.” 

The ones o^r here would run over to the other side, and the 
ones over there try to catch the ones that have been tin the green 
man’s garden. And as many of them as they could catch, they’d 
putin the soup pot. ' 


Ghost 

helen justice: Most everybody would be in one room, then maybe 
three or four in another. We would hang a sheet over the door 
and have all the lights o.ut. Set a lantern in front of the sheet and 
somebody would step between the lantern and the sheet and move 
around, and the rest of us would be on the other side of the sheet 
and we couldn’t see who i$ was. We would all have to guess who 
it was from watching the shadow, .. \ 
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Hiding a Needle in a Haystack 

Stanley hicks: Some of us would hide stuff and then the rest would 
go hunt it. If they found it thcy got (o go hide it, arid if they didn’t 
find it, they didn’t let to hide it. 


Hide-and-Seek or Hoopy Hide 

bertha dockins: We used to. play hide-and-seek a lot. It’s been a 
long time since I thought of that. \Ve’,*d all hide and [the person 
who was “it”] would holler. He used 'to yell, “Bushel of wheat, 
bushel of rye, those ain’t hid, holler T!” [Then any person who 
wasn’t hidden yet would holler “I” arid the person who was “it” 
would wait a little longer before beginning to hunt' for the others. 
Other than the rhyme, it was played the same way then as it is 
.now...] 

Stanley hicks: We would hide and then holler, “Hoopy hide!” and 
somebody would have to come hunt us. If they caught you before 
you got back to your home base, they got toriiide in the next game. 
If they didn’t catch you, you...got to hide again. 


Hide the Thimble, , 

FLORENCE brooks: We played hide the thimble. One person gives 
out the thimble — pretends to give it to everyone, but only one person 
gets it. Just drops it in her hand with everybody sitting there. Every- 
body closes their hands and makes like they have it. The person 
who gives out the thimble asks, everyone who has the thimble. If 
no one guesses who got it, then the person who gave it out that 
first time has to- give it but again. But if they guess who got it, the 
one who did get it gets to give it out. If nobody can guess it, the 
person who gave it out says, “Rise up, thimble*’ and the one that 
has it rises up. Then they ha\>e to give it out. 

pearl bates: As many as wants to can be in the game. Everybody 
playing sets down but one, [and] the one that didn’t se^dowri has 
the thimble. The others hold out their hands as if so|neone was 4 
going, to give [them] something. The one with the tumble holds 
the thimble in his hands. He goes to each person sitting down and 
acts like he’s going to put it in everyone’s hands, a^f^he will drop 
it in someone’s hands. Then when the thimble bov-drd||'S the thimble 
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in someone’s hands, each 0119 will' go down the' row' guessing ( whp 
has. the thimble and even thp one who has the thimble guesses and 
acts dumb. The one ;who giuesses who has the thimble [becomes 
the next] thimble boy. And you play til! you get tired of ft. 


Hopscotch 

This game is played mltdpors on a court or grid of sequentially 
numbered squares drawm with a stick in dirt or with chalk on a 
sidewalk. Simply defined, hopscotch is a- progressive game in which 
the first player tosses a marker (a small rock, a glass shard f or .a 0 
stick, for example) ip to the first square, then hops on’ one foot over 
that square into No. 2 and on through aM the squares, using both 
feet in side-by-side squares,, to the opd of the grid. Some grids pro- 
vide a ’.Test” squarefat the end in. which th’e player may, put down 


both feet” others simply require’turning around on the “hop” foot 
before starting back. When the player reaches the No. 2 square 
on returning, she picks up the marker and hops over No. 1 to the 
outside. The player must not skip any square other than the one 
containing the marker, step on any of the lines, put down both . 
feet in a hop square, or, -’if she stumbles, touch the ground with 
the hands. If the process is successful!, then that player may have 
another turn arid begins by tossing the marker into the No. 2 square f 
and so' forth. When the player stepts on a line or commits any error, 
then her turn is over and she will f>egm in that same square at 
her next turn. The player’s' marker Is left in that square. The first 
player to complete tossing into and hopping through all the squares’ 
is the wanner. The game may be extended by comingJrom tlie last 
square back down' to No. 1 . * 

There are many ‘variations on the theme of hopscotch. While the 
rules of errors and “out” are always the samp, the rules of hopping 
over designated squares are very flexible. In one basic version of 
the game all squares containing markers must be hopped bver by 
all the players, biff when there are so many players participating'- 
that it is physically impossible to do this, then each player -may skip 
only the square containing her marker. When player size is a factor, 
the rule for skipping several squares at onc| may v be suspended 
for little players arid at the. same time upheld for the larger ones; 
mrs, ernest franklin: The girls usedgto- play that. You laved it 
off — took a stick, and laved it off and m^ffe squares!: Then you took 
a piece of glass or a rock. And you throw'ed it 'and i^ it landed in 




the block you had to jump out to it and pick it up and turn around 
and come back to the start. The thing you threw had to land in a 
square or '^u were, out. If you hopped ancl landed on the line, 
you’re out. The squares would be from two feet to thirty inches 
square. , . \ 

carol bates: Our hopscotch courts could have either two or' three 

, squares at the beginning and they usually had a rest circle at the 
end. The first player threw a pebble, into the first square, hopped 
over that square, and hopped through all the squares. You jumped 
on both feet into, the Sfde-by-side "squares and you Could put both 
feet down in *the rest circle. Then you hopped back to the second 
square and picked your pebble up out of No. 1., You could put 


b 
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one hand down flat on the ground and brace yourself as you.reached 
into the square to get your pebble. But if you accidentally put both 
hands down you were out for that turn. If you picked up your pebble 
and hopped out right, Then you would have another turn and you’d 
throw your pebble into No. 2. 

You would be out if you stepped on a line, or if you skipped 
any empty squares. You’d also be out if you stepped in a square 
with a. pebble in it. You would be out if your pebble missed the 
square or rolled out of the square. Then you would pick your pebble 
up and put it into the square you missed to mark where you’d start 
the next time. All the players had’/o hop over all the squares with 
pebbles in them. If they couldn c do it then they just had to wait 
until someone else moved their pebble. The ^fst one to go through 
all the squares was the winner. 
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Hull Gull or Jack up a Bush 

Helen justice: We would have some chestnuts in our hand and 
the first person would say, “Hull gull.” 

The second person would ask- “How many?” 

Then the first person would say, “A handful.” 

Then the second person was supposed to guess how many you 
had. For each one they missed the gpesser had to give the holder 
however many it was. If they guessed it exactly, the holder had to 
give them all to the guesser. The object was to fry to get all of 
the hulls.^- x 

Stanley hicks: One person puts some marbles (or none) in his 
hand and says, “Jack up a bush.” 

A second person says, “Cut it down.” 

The first person says, “How many licks?” \ 

Then the second person guesses how many marbles the first per- 
son has. If he gets it right, 'he gets all* of them, and if he doesn’t, 
he has to give the first person the difference. . W 

Jack Rocks - 

ernest franklin: You have five round rocks ’cause flat ones were 
much harder to pick up, and one rubber ball. You throw up the 
ball and reach down and get one rock while the ball is in the air, 
then catch the ball before it hits. Then you put the first rock back 
and throw up the ball again and this time pick up two rocks and 
catch it befofe it hits. Then you put them back and try to get three 
rdcks, and so on until you get all five. If you miss, you start over 
or the next player tries. The one who can get the most rocks wins 
if you’re playing with more than one person. 

Jack Straws 

^ ‘ j 

lola cannon: This was one of the first games I learned. I learned 
to play it with D%ddy before I even w'ent to school. That was our 
amusement on rainy days or Sunday. * 

[We had little straws that] were probably six inches long. They 
were all colors. We also had two little wire hooks. We would shuffle 
the straws out .in a big heap on the table. Then each player, with 
his hook, would try to pull out as many straws as he could without 
disturbing all the others? he [couldn’t let any of them] shake or 
fall or his turn was. up. The person witfi- the most straws won. 
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Stanley hicks: We’cf draw a line on the ground and then just see 
who could jump the furtherest. Whoever did, won. It was a simple 
game, but we’d play it. * 


Jump Rope , , 

veler marcus: We w r ould get a vine that was limber and about as 
long as this room and play jump rope. This is happening in school. 
That was one of our main games in school. We would have one 
on each end of the vine, swinging it. The rest would line up and 
run through or jump as many times as they could without missing. 
I stood and jumped sixty-four times and then one of my ssbool 
friends jumped in and jumped sixty-five times. , >s - 

JUDY payne: There’s one called going through school, and in this 
type of jumping rope you have two people to . twirl the rope and 
then a person w ill jump in and count to eleven [as] he or she jumps. 
If that person hits "the rope and stops at number nine, then that 
person is supposed to quit school in the ninth grade. That counts 
for any grade or count, not just nine. The reason I said to just 
count to eleven is because [back then] they only went to the eleventh 
grade. If this person goes all the way through eleven, then he or 
she will jump out and another person will jump in. * 

Kitty Walks a Corner - 

marinda brown: That’s a game we used to play a lot. One person 
is “Kitty” and he goes around to everybody in a circle. He meows 
and pats you and tries to get you to laugh. If someone can’t control 
their emotions and smiles or laughs, he has to become “Kitty.”,, 

Kitty Wants the Corner 

mrs; RAE shook: We’d all get around somewhere and someone would 
say, “Kitty wants the corner, click, click, click. Kitty w'ants the corner, 
click, click, click.” 

And there dodge. They’d try to steal places because they’d be 
going from one place to another — dodging from one to another. 
You’d try to get in their home and if you beat them and got in 
thefe-r then you beat them and that’d put them out. Every kid but 
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one had a spot in the house, and he had to go around till he gdu 
a place. He’d get in when they changed over. He had to best them 
back to their place. * * 

nannie ann Sanders: Each persem would have a edmer except orie.^j. 
That one would walk around and say, ‘ ‘ s Kitty '>Vants-»- comer, ” and*^ 
they would run to change corners. While they were changing, the 
one in the middle would try to get a corner. If he didn’t, he had 
to stay in the middle; but if he did,' that one whose corner lie got 
had to go to the middle. • , - 

Leadbelly > . ^ 

m. s. york: Place a flat board on a block or stump in a see^sawlike 
fashion* Place a frog on the. end of the board that is touching the 
ground. From the opposite end roll buckshot or BB’s down the 
board. The frog should eat the buckshot. After the frog is full you 
try -to* see ho V far it can hop. After, playing with the frog, take it 
Tv its back legs, hold it upside down, and the shot will fall out. •-* ' 


Lost My Handkerchief 


LErCIA GIBSON: 


•I lost' mv handkerchief yesterday. 1 ’• 

I found it today * 

All full of mud v . 

. , ’ _ 'Tj^pd I threw it away. ’ .. 

[Someone would higtg the handkerchief] and they’d all hunt for 
it., and the one that g< 5 V it would, hide it and call out the rhyme 
and.it d, start over. \ .a. 


Marbles 



& _ < ■/ • " , ‘ ■■ „ ■ 

vaughn Rogers, sr.: Draw a line in dirt, then get about twelve feet 

from the line. Each man pitches one of Ijis marbles, and the closest 
to the line goes [gets to play] , first, second closest goes second, 
etc. Draw a circle in the dirt.. Each man puts x arnttUrtt of marbles 
in the center of the circle. The first man shoots his mar ble ( s hooter). 

If he knocks a marble out without the shooter going ou^jtpo, he * 
keeps going (called a stick). But if he doesn’t knock a, marme"- out 
or he knocks a marble out and his shooter both, he passes his turn 
to the next person. Keep this up till all the marbles are knocked 
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out of the circle. The one with the most marbles at the end of the 
game *wins. o 

There are two ways df playing this. You either play for keeps, 
which is almost like gambling, the ones you knock out you keep; 
or then a game -For fun, in which you give the marbles back to the 
owner after the game. • * . 

Carrie cummings: Draw a circle and have an equal amount of mar- 
bles for two people [along a line] in the circle. Each shooter tries 
to knock the m out of the circle. Whoever gets the most marbles is 
the winner. ~ 

John and BURMA Patterson: First of all, you get a large marble 
and put it in a ring about a foot or two in diameter; around the 
ring vou will have put about ten marbles and then get about five 
feet back and try to knock the large marble out of the ring. If you 
do, vou automatically win. Every other marble you kno.ck out of 
the ring, you get to -keep! But if you knock the large marble out 
r . first, all the marbles are yours. 

bill Phillips: [Dig -a fist-feized hole in the dirt.] Use twelve marbles 
foplacing only one at a time] in front of the hole. Each player gets 
one shot. When a player shoots the large marble in the hole he 
gets another shot. Whichever player shoots the most marbles into 
the hole is the winner. . ' 

lelia gibson: I’ve played marbles, but they were bought marbles. 
We’d make a square in the dirt, and put a marble infoach corner, 
and one in the center.. You first tried to shoot one corner marble 
to foe center marble. Then you tried the next corner, and so on, 
till you got all of them together. That was pretty hard to do. Maybe 
we’d play with three, four,- or five other children. One person got 
to continue shooting as long as he got the marbles to the center. 
And then the next person got to go. Whoever had the most of his 
own in the center won the game, and won the marbles that were 
in the center. ' 

buck carver: 'Nqw a lot of times we made our, own marbles with 
packed clay. You see,, the only heat we had tvas fireplaces. And if 
you: lived .next to a patch of white pipeclay, you got a Bunch of 
that and made it up in a stiff wad. You worked out your marbles — 
rolled them in your hands till you got them perfectly round — and 
you got some hot ashes on a shovel and buried a row of marbles 
and then covered them with more hot ashes. Let them bake till 
they were goocl and hard; it didn’t take too awful long. Change 
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the top ashes two, three times. It’d take an hour maybe. We’d always 
make one bigger than the others— we used that for the middle man. 

To play the game, player A, using a shooter marble, aims at the 
marbles on B’s side. He tries to knock the corner marbles over 
B’s line. He gets one point for -each of them, and he gets two points 
if he can also hit the middle man across B’s line [see Plate 346]. 

B then has a turn and tries to knock A’s corner men and the 
middle man across A’s lirfe. - 

•Vi, , 

Marching Around the Level 

lei.ia gibson: We had a game we played called marching around 
the level. We’d all catch hands and we’d sing: - ■ ' 

“We’re marching around the level, 

We’re marching around the level, ' 

For we have gained today. , 

>, Good-bye, I hate to leave you; 

Good-bye, I hate to leave you, 

For we hate gained today. 

One kiss and I will leave you, 

> One kiss and I wilhleave you, 

r For we have gained the way.” 

W’hile we sang that, we’d march, We’d catch hands and go in 
pairs and march like soldiers. W’e’d always get on level ground to 
do it because that went with the song. We’d march in the level. 
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[ The Frank C. -Brown Collection of North Carolina Folklore , Vol. 1, (Dur- 
ham: Duke University Press, 295^-196*4), pp. 119-22, gives several 
- different Versions, of what is probably the same game. Players would 
join hands and form a ring, and one pla/er in the center of the 
ring would do all the things mentioned in the song. To “go in 
and out the window” meant simply weaving in and out of the ring 
under the clasped hands. To “measure my lqfVd’co^how you” meant 
to measure a' lover with a handkerchief -drawn frorri the shoulder 
to the waistline and then from shotilder to shoulder. The one in 
the ring c-hosen as ihe lover bv the one in the center would stand 
in the center for the next game. The verse: 

•We’re manning around the levee (or love ring). 

We’re marching around the levee 
.•We’re marching around the levee ' ' 

y For vou have gained the day.. ... 

Go forth, and face your lover, (etc.) 

Go in anff outjthe window, (etc.) ■ . 

; ‘ I measure my love to show^you, (etc.) 

I kneel because I love you, (etc.) 

Ir breaks Jmv hearr-to“ > leave you, (etc.)] ’ — . - 

. \ v. s 

• 

* V 

. Mumble Peg • 

-- 

Carrie cummincs: ^Draw^a circle in the dirt,)] You take a knife, Hip 
it off your, arm, and try to it Stick ip the ground. ^You have, 

three turns and the one who' makes it Stick inside the circle the 
most wins. jv * *’• 

df.lmo patterson: You start bv balling up your fist and placing 
the knife on the flat surface of your fingers. You start, w'ith your 
right fist and try to stick the knife in the ground and then you switch 
’ to your left and repeat. After using your fists, you go to your finger- 
- - - tips-, going from right to left, trying to stick, the knife in the ground. 
After the fingertips; you then go to your elbow's and your shoulders, 
repeating the safne procedure from right to left. After completing 
the elbows and shoulders, you place: the knife on your nose and 
[then place it] just abpve your forehead and once- again try to stick 
the knife in the ground. When the knife fails to stick in the ground, 
vou then give your competitor (pr competitors) their turn. When 
the time comes for your turn again you begin at the place where 
you left off. The first person to stick the knife in the ground from 
his head is the, winner. 


/ 










PLATE 350 

You need a double-bladed knife [with blades that open as shown 
in Plates 347-350]. Now, if your knife lands upright with the big 
- blade sticking up in the ground, that’s ten points. If the small blade 
r e^s up in the ground and neither the big blade nor the other 
side of the knife £ touching the ground, that’s twenty points. But 
if either side touches the ground, it’s only five points. 

Old Granny Hum Bum 


veler Marcus: There would be a bunch of us children get out and 
get to playing and one of them would act like Old Granny Hum 
Bum. She would be all humped over and have a stick. She would 
come along, and we would say: • 

“Old Granny 'Hum Bum, 

Where did you come from?”* • 

“Pretty girl’s station” [Granny Hum Bum would answer]. 
“What’s your occupation . . . ? 

* Well get to work a’doipg it!” 

Then she had to do [pantomime] something like sew, chop wood/' 
etc. . . . Then the rest of us had to guess what she was doing. 
She couldn’t talk. Little old games like that are fun. We had lots 

of fun. ' - 1 :: ■ - 

} 

Old Granny Wiggins Is Dead 

pearl bates: You get as many players as you want sitting or standing 
in a circle. We usually sat outside in the grass. 

Then the lead person says, “Old Grariny Wiggins is dead.” “ 
And the next person says, “How’d she die?” 

And I say, “She died this way,” and I do something like wave 
my left hand up and down, and keep on waving it, and that next 
person has to start waving his or her hand the same way. 

I repeat the same sequence with every person in the circle until 
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they are all waving the same hand. When we’ve come all the way 
around the circle and ’they're all waving, I start a new round and 
add some motion this time like waving the other hand the same way. 
We go all the way around the .circle until everyone is waving both 
hands, now. Then we u&ed to add patting one foot and go all the 
way around, and then a^^aatting the other foot, and then bobbing 
our heads. When everyone in the circle then is waving both hands 
and patting both feet and bobbing their heads, I give a signal and 
we all fall over dead on tog of each, other. We’d get a big laugh 
out of how we’d fall. 

We always did pretty much the same ^sequence with the hands 
and feet and head, but I guess you could add other signals like 
wagging a shoillder or something if you wanted to. 



lloyd crumley: You find a stick about one inch through, any length- 
Set this stick on the ground and on the backside of the stick dig a 
- smalThoIe. Take a stick about eight inches long and on one end 
put a point and on the other make it square. Then you take the 
eight-inch stick and lay it across the stick laying on the ground [with 
the square end in the hole]. Find a three-to-four-foot-long paddle 
stick. You take the three-to-four-foot stick and hit the eight-inch 
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stick on the end that is not touching the ground. When you do 
this it will make the eight-inch stick spin in the air. While the 1 ; eight- 
inch stick is spinning in the air, you take the three-to-four-fodt stick 
and hit it again and when it lands you take running jumps, and 
how many jumps it takes to get to the peg (the eight-inch stick) is 
how many points you get; and if the eight-inch stick sticks up in 
the ground, you automatically win. You usually play to a scofe of 
about five hundred. The sticks should be made out of oak. 


Playhouses or Playing House 

Harriet echols: When we moyed to Georgia, my father bought 
land with lots of pine trees on it, and he was clearing it. He left a 
piece just behind the barn so the cows would have shade and there 
were a lot of little poles. Our brother cut us poles and built us a 
little log house, and each of us girls, had a room. He whittled us 
out all kinds of cooking utensils (and I learned to do it, too). It 
was as long as across this house. We just played house. 
ada kelly: The children took leaves and pinned them together with 
little sticks, and fenced in a place for the house. They’d make straw 
brooms and sweep the house out. They’d take pieces' of dishes and 
anything they could find for their playhouses. 

All little girls had a playhouse and they’d just, play thdre hours 
at a time. They’d take their dolls. I don’t believe they made doll- 
houses; I think they just played with their dolls in the playhouse. 
They’d set up rocks [for tables and chairs]- and make their little 
doll a chair to sit in. The boys in the family would make little -doll 
beds out of corn stalks. 

LELIA gibson: We’d, make our playhouse out in the woods.. We used 
broken dishes. We’d get. green moss for carpet, and get flat rocks 
to make beds. We’d fix us a table and eat off our broken dishes. 
We just had the best time. , y 

hattie kenny: We had playhouses. Get moss and make beds for 
the dolls. Great big beds! For our dishes, we used broke pieces of 
dishes that we found through yards and about. 

Helen justice: Oh yeah, we had playhouses. We would sweep it 
out and put moss down for the beds. Have an organ made out of 
moss and put chalk on it for keys. For the pans, we would use 
lids and then we had weeds that we would play like they were green 
beans and other food. 
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nannie ann sanders: We played in playhobsds*a lot. We had little 
tables with moss scattered all over ’em. We uS'ed moss for our beds, 
and for dishes we used acorn cups. \ 

lola cannon: We went all over the 'mountains to get pretty rocks 
and bits of moss to decorate the playhouses. We had. whole families 
and then somebody kept a boardinghouse and took in Jaoardqrs. I 
remember those days real well. And we liked to play dolls then in 
a game that we girls played. When we were right small, we made 
a whole congregation of little rag dolls. Then we went somewhere 
by the branch or somewhere and made a pond and we baptized 
them all. We had them sitting up on the side. Somebody in the 
crowd was the preacher, and we sang, and then they’d baptize all 
these dolls. 


• * if 

We had a graveyard where we’d bury the dolls. Maybe when we 
were together one time we’d bury some. And the next time we’d 
go dig them up -to see how' they were. I guess [we were checking] 
to see if thev were still dead. 


Please and Displease 

Lawton brooks: We used to play please and displeasj. Get a whole 
bunch of us sitting around like us here. I’d say, “Are you pleased 
or displeased?” If you didn’t have nothing on your mind for someone j 

to do,' you’d say, ‘‘I’m pleased.” / 

Then I’d ask the next person, and she might say, “I’m displeased.” / 

Well, I’d ask ; what it takes to please her. “Well;” she could say, /' 

“for Florence to get up and walk around the house barefoot,” or 
something, and you’d have to follow whatever they put on you. It 
went around the circle — one person asked a question for his turn, / 

Then it went on around the circle. Sometimes if there were boys 
\ and girls,, they’d say for this boy to go over and sit by that girl, 
and that girl to go sit by another boy. Change things around. It 
; was a nice little old game. I always enjoyed playing it. 



Poor Old Tom 

pearl bates: As many qan play as wants, [but there must be] th ree 
or more. Everybody sits except the one that’s going to be the cat. 
The one that’s going to be the cat gets down on his knees and 
crawls to one of the people sitting down arid meows three times 
and fries to make them smile. Every time the cat meows, the person 
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sitting down pats him on the head and says, “Poor old tom.” Then 
the cat goes to the next person and all the rest of the people and 
does the same. If one of them smiles he has to trade places with 
the cat and on and on. You can play as long as you want to. 

It ' . 

Ring Around the Mulberry Bush 

$ . 

etta hartley: You’d make a big ring with one personYm the outside 
and everyone in the ring facing in. That person on the outside 
would make three rounds around the ring and then tap someone 
and those two would race around the ring to see who could get 
back to that 5 empty place first. The one who lost had to be the 
one on the outside of the ring for the next round. 

Rooster Fighting a 

Stanley hicks: What wo wouid do, a whole bunch of us, would get 
out there dnd choose up sides and see which side could outwhip 
the other one. We’d all just tome together in the middle and poke 
each other with our elbows and shoulders and punch at each other 
that way [without using hands] ajid try to drive the other v side off 
or make them give up. . .... ..... 

Shakespears j 

dr. rexel brown: All oflmy relatives are from Butler County, Ken- 
tucky, which is in the mountains of western 'Kentucky. They played 
a game called shakespears, which is much like our modern game 
of pick up sticks, except that the point value was determined by 
the shape of the sticks rather than by color, as in the modern version. 

My father made a set out of ^edar according to instructions from 
his father. The first person to get five hundred points won the game. 
I have checked with-bot^i my /brother and sister, and we think the 

point system we have outline^ here is accurate [see Plate 352 1 . 

! 

. ! \ 

Skin the Cat 

Stanley hicks: You’d go to a 'limb that was a little over your head 
and grab ahold with both hands, and then hang on and swing your 
legs up through [the space between your arms] and come on over 
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your head and see if you could touch the ground behind you and 
then get back through the way you were without turning loose of 
the limb. It’s pretty hard. 

Snake in the Grass 

a 

Stanley hicks: We would make snakes out of sticks or anything 
that looked like snakes. One bunch would hide with those snakes 
in the tall grass, and the other bunch would go look for them. We 
would hide with those sharpened sticks. "We wrouldn’t hurt nobody 
bad, but when they got close, we would stab ’em and holler, “Snake 
in the grass!” .and boy, you talk about get-tin’ gone! They’d get 
scared and run and fall down and laugh. We’d try to surprise them 
like that, and then after a while they got to hide and we’d hunt. 



A - J flcxuJOj TAPCRtP STM#. Wo KTH IOo f>ot*JTS . 
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Tap Hand ~ 

MRS. buck carver: We formed' a ring. One stayed on the outside 
and went around and chose a person to, tap and that person tried 
to catch the, tapper. If he didn’t catch the tapper by the time he 
came back to his place in the circle, he got back in the circle. If 
he did catch the tapper, then the tapper went around and tapped 
somebody else. „ . r .._ — 

julia smith: Occasionally we’dhave a Saturday night to play. We’d 
get out and hold hands and make a big ring and play what we 
called tap hand. One would stay out of the ring and walk around 
. afid tap someone, and that one. was supposed to run and try to 
catch the one that tapped him. 

One time they had a [water] tap out in the yard and one of the 
boys had a birthday. Some of the older girls found it out and one 
of them was going to tap him, and instead of just running right 
on around the ring, she 'was going to the water tap. One of the 
other girls was supposed to help her, and they wefe going to get 
him, put him under the tap,, and w'et him good. Ft turned out the 
other way. He wasn’t a very big boy, but he was strong enough to 
outdo the girls. 

pearl bates: The way we played this game is we’d all get in a circle 
facing in and hold hands. The one on the outside called the “tapper” 
would walk around the circle and tap someone on the shoulder or 
the back and then run around the outside of the circle - as fast as 
he could. The one tapped (would try tb' catch that tapper before 
he got into the vacant place in the circle. > 

If the one tapped catches the tapper before he gets to that vacant 
. space, the tapper ha^ to go| into the center of the ring into what - 
we called the soup pot. If the one tapped doesn’t catch the one 
who tapped him, the one*- tapped has to become* the tapper. 

You might have several people in the .soup pot* The only way 
they can get freed and get back in the game is by holding their 
hands out through the circle, and if the tapper chooses, he can 
“tap out” one of those people by hitting his hand as he goes around 
the outside|Of the circle. Then that one in the soup pot whose hand 
got tapped] can come back into the circle and into the game. Or 
the tapper /could “tap out” two or three people if he wanted to. 
That would make\he^game last a long time. If you wanted it to 
be shorter, youjust wouldn’t tap anybody out of the soup pot. They’d 
just be out. * " ***• /• j 

v 
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1 Teacher . .. .•• f . 

carol bates: This is a guessing game usually^played outdoors on 
a bank, porch Steps, or. schoolhouse steps. Ont? person is elected 
I \ teacher and die other players sit side by side along the lowest^tep, 

which is first '.grade. The teacher stands in front of each student, V 
I . v in turn, puts her hands behind her back, artd'conceals a small pebble 
in one fist. She then presents both fists to the student, who tries 
to guess where the pebble is and indicates her choice by pointing 
to or touching that fist. If the guess is correct, that student moves 
up to se cond grade; if not, she remains at the same level until her 
netft turn. Players advance through the grades only' by guessing 
correctly, and the first player to “graduate” becomes the next 
teacher. ' - . ' , 

: ’ s /••!•* • •• • * . f <r 

W/i': ‘ * ' 1 . • *? 

Totin’ over the Mark - ‘ 

kenny' runion: The oldest game I know 6f is totin’, over the mark.- 7 
Two boys . face each other over a line, and they' grab ahold of each 
; . J other and one tries to pull the other over the lin£ 

_• Now that’s the hardest work you’ve ever done in yoiir life! Those 
’ two’ll rut£ together just like cars a’couplin’. It was a good game if 
you didn't mind putting out all the strength you had. You’d have 
to do everything in the world to keep from being toted. It was 
fun! 

f 

Townball or Catball 

buck carver: Towmball was our biggest sport. We played it with 
a bat. Take the bat— somebody on the opponent’s -side pitched the 
> bat and you caught it. Then you stacked hands— whoever came out 
on top (you had to leave about one half to one inch) had to be 
able to throw that bat so far before it was called a legal hold. Then 
1 they^d choose their players for each side (the one that had the top 
hold chose first). Each side could have few as thre& or as many as 
three or four dozen if they had that many. And, ]of course, you 
have your three bases, a pitcher, sometimes a catcher if there’s 
.enough. * 

If you caught a ball on the bounce or if [the catcher or fielder] 
caught it on a flv, [the batter] was out. Usually in running the bases, 
thjere was nobody holding base, and they just threw the ball at you — 
it was usually a homemade ball made out of twine — when you were 
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between bases, and if you were hit, , you were out. .I’ve been burnt 
with them things pretty bad. The balf/ center was made from an 
inner tube when you could get tf/ darn stuff, and the rubber gave 
it life. Or you could take st.rips'of inner tube and wrap them arpund 
a hard core like a marble and tfien wrap cottop thread around that 
and se\v it all over the outside to hold that thread in place. 

That game was the main thing at school for us boys. . 

VELER MARCUS: We -would ,thoose two sides, and/hen they -would 
hold up the bat and the, Captains would put pne hand on top of 
another and the one wj/ose hand was on. top got to bat hist, and 
the other team would /ake the field. Each one on a side would bat 
till he got caught out/ When the side was all caught out, the other 
side would come add bat. When one side would beat the other, 
we Would ^.ist jump up, holler, and scream. ‘ 

ed£> hodgins: We called it catball. You get you a wad of paper 
and wad it up just as tight as you- can about one /third the size of 
■the ball". Then you wrap it with yarn" just as tight as you ban. It 
made a good/bail. I believe you could knock it better than the base- 
balls thev play with now. 

/ ' / ■ ■ - 
/ • ••...• /• 1 ' 

Trip to Alaska 

pearl/bates: Any number of players can play. You all stand in a 
circl/and the first player says, “I’m gonna take a trip to Alaska, 

and/ I’m gonna take some — „ — In the blank you put a 

word that, say, starts with the first letter of your last name. Like I 
might say, “baloney-” ’ 

/ Then the next person says, “Well, I’m gonna go, too, and I’m . 

/gonna take some But if the word that person uses 

/ doesn’t start with the first letter of his or her last name, I say, “No, 
you can’t go,” and that person has to keep standing there in the 
circle (and guess again when his turn comes around). If the word 
chosen does start with that person’s last name, that person gets to 
sit down and wait for the next game to start. 

Then the next person goes, and so on around the circle until 
everyone has caught onto the trick and has sat down. \ ou keep , 
going until everyone is out.. 

Then with the next game, the lead person chooses another trick 
tha^ the rest have to figure out. Like I might decide to use the 
first letter of my first name this time, and say, “I’m gonna take a 
trip to Alaska, and I’m gonna take some peas.” And the ne&t person 
tries to figure out w r hat trick I’m using and choose a right word. 


1 
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Stanley fiiCKS.: First .we ; .would get a rope and I would put five bpys 
behind me on one end and put six 1 on the other end. Then we 
would see who could outpull. • / 

Sometimes we’d play" tug of war acrpss a creek. Get boys on both 
sides of the creek holding to a rope and one bunch would see who 
could pull the other bunch i'nto the water. And sometimes we would 
get the girls to come with us in tfteir long dresses. We’d drag them 
through the creek with uS and get mud in their nose holes and 
sand down their dresses! ' 


William Trembletoe , 

mrs., rae shook: Any number can play. You sit in a circle, and all 
but one player puts one finger from {each hand out on a table or 
flat surface. The person who is. “it” goes around the table tapping 
each finger as he says a .verse [see below]. The person whose finger 
he taps as he says “out” is put on a pack saddle formed by the 
arms of two of the bigger players. He is taken toward the door 
and is asked, “Where’d you like to live? Thorn bed or feather bed?”® 

If the one who is being carried answers, “Thorn bed,” he is let 
down easily. If he says, “Feather bed,” they bounce him three times 
and set him down. The game could get rougher depending on who 
was playing. 

Then we’d say this rhyme: 


William, William, trimber, trucker 
He’s a good fisher 
Catches him hens 


Puts theni in pens 
Some lays eggs 
Some none 

Wire, briar, limber lock 
Three geese in a flock 
One flew east 
One flew west 

One flew over the cuckoo’s nest 
Y - O - U - T 
You’re out 


Hattie kenny: Here’s the rhyme we used: 
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William Trcmbletoe 
„ He’s a good fisherman 
v He catches hens 

Puts them in a pen 
Soine lays eggs 

Some none 9 

Wire, briar, limber lcick 
Three geese in a flock 

One flew East ! 

One flew West „ 

One flew over the cuckoo’s nest 
There I met my father 
He had rings 

- Many pretty things 

Be gone, you dirty dish dog 
O-U-T, out! 

[See also Foxfire 5, p. 69.] 

[The Frank C. Brown Collection of North Carolina Folklore, Vol. 1, pp. 
134-37, gi ves more complete directions for playing the game, as 
collected in western North Carolina between 1915 and 1928: The 
player on whom the word “out” falls; leaves the group. The remain- 
ing players each choose' some ’type of animal or bird to become, 
such as a camel, bear, horse, etc., and also assign one of these 
terms to the “out” player. The “out” player is then askecf, “What 
would you rather come home on?” All the choices are named, includ- 
ing the ; one assigned to him. If “out” chooses what the giroup has 
assigned him, he is told to “hop home.’ Otherwise he ij> carried 
home (back to the group) by the . player whose bird or atnmal he 
has named. \ 

• Next the leader asks the bearer, “What’ve you got there?” 

The bearer answers, “A bag of nits.” 5 

And the leader says, “Shake it till it spits.” 

Finally the “put” player is asked, “Which would you rather lie 
on, a feather bed or thorn?” If he chooses a feather bed, he is 
thrown ddwn hard; if he chooses a thorn bed, he is laid down gently.] 


“UNCLE JOHN WAS IN THE CRIB 

STEALING CORN” 

: . ' ) 

. I . * 

9 ; • /. 

ne d;, y m >' mother, Rex 
€ x Duvall, and Wig were 
. '"X — S talking about what was 
going to be in the next issue of Foxfire , and Rex asked us to interview 
a ninety-three-year- 61 d woman named Ethel Meadows, who is his 
/ great-aunt. Before we went, to her house, he told us a little about 
her: “Her daddy was my Grandpa Morgan. He fought in the Civil 
War. .And her mother, when she was nursing [her], was killed acci- 
dentally by her brother with a hog rifle. And so they raised her, 
and she never knew her mother. And then she raised her own family 
in this old house they live in now. I think they say it's 125 years 
t old. And she’s never had modern plumbing ahd she uses an old 
cookstove — she’s never had modern conveniences. 

“At one time, she raised turkeys and paid their taxes and bought 
everything, and she could tell you more if you’d just listen to her 
talk. When the flu epidemic hit in 1918, she lost a son. She* almost 
died herself. She can tell ypu about really living. She gets up every 
morning and eats a good breakfast. I’ve been there, and she cooks 
her some eggs and she sits down and eats her 'a good breakfast. 

’And she’s got Deweze in her. Deweze is long-lifed people. And 
she’s got Morgan in her, which my grandmother had in her. In 
other words, mv grandmother’ was a full sister to her. She only 
lived to be eighty-seven, but she had a brother die up in the state 
of Washington not very long ag'o that was in the Gold Rush in 
Alaska and was ninety-six or ninety-seven years old. Those people 
Just kept a 'living. - ‘ ’ 

“So it’s remarkable just to be around her. And she takes these 
fags and she tears ’em all up in strips and rolls them in a ball and 
then she’ll make a little throw rug or something just out of pld 
rags that most people take to the dump. Not that she has to do 
that, but she amuses herself that way. 

“She’ll amaze you. I love her, and she can really tell you some 
history.” . \ 




i 
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We got in the car and drove to her house. It had snowed and it 
was cold, so she and her son, Billy, were in the one downstairs 
room that is heated by the wood stove. There were four wooden 
chairs in the room, two beds with homemade quilts on them, a 
light bulb hanging from the ceiling, several shotguns proppecj up 
in the corner, a kerosene lantern oii the fireboard, and several spools 
of thread on the windowsill. Aunt 'Ethel was wearing a dress land 
an apron and a pair of red tennis shoes. She couldn’t hear us,, and 
so we’d write 0T.1t questions one by one and she’d read them* and 
answer them. She seemed glad to have us there, and she said that 
u would be nice to have an article about her so she’d have something 
to pass on to her children. I hope she’ll be proud 'of this article. 


, RONNIE WELCH 

> !_ 

We knew that several of her relatives had been in the Civil War, and so 
we began the interview by asking her to tell us what she could remember of 
the stones she had heard them tell. Here is how she began': 

They never did get my Uncle Riley’s*, body back [from the Civil 
WarJ My grandmother never did give up. [admit] that Riley was 
dead. She cried so when he started. She \Vas .an awful fool about ,a 
horse, and he to I'd her that when he come back, he’d bring hdf a 
big black horse. She died and never did admit that he was dead. 

At that time, they wove their cloth and made their. Underwear. 
She made hers with great big sleeves. And when she’d hear some- 
body a’ coinin’ a’ridin’, if it was -night'or day, £he’d run out to see 
if it was Riley a’comin’ with her black" horse. [One time] she run 
out and thefe was a man a’passin’. He was on a black horse and 
she throwed up her arms. Old* John Byrd was our closest neighbor 
then. This man went over there and told ’em he wanted to stay 
all night with them. They asked him what was the matter. He said 
he seen an angel. And what he seen was when she raised her arms 
and them big white sleeves fell down and he thought they was wings. 
His horse had ‘got loose and run on in home, and his folks got up 
and set up all night. Next day he come -walking in and told them 
about the angel. 

Everybody around there knew that Grandma Morgan was still 
a’watchiqg for Riley, and did as long as she lived and could get to 
the road. When she seen somebody a’comin a’ridin’, she’d be out 
on the road. 

[Uncle John Deweze and my father were inf a Civil War battle 
near Gettysburg.] Our soldiers was camped onVme side of a moun- 



PLATE 353 Aunt Ethel at work with her strips of rags. 


tain and the Yankees on thetOther, and they come across the moun- 
tain. Ours was out of anything to eat at all, and they had took posses- 
sion of an old mill and wereYaking off all the meal they had, apd 

Uncle John, he was in the crib stealing corn for the horses and >• 

some of the Yanks come up to the door and Uncle John hollered, 
“Surround ’em, boys! Here they are!” And the Yanks run — thought 
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our boyS were really a’surroundin’ ’em. And Uncle John, they gpt 
their meal and corn and got away. It was close to .Gettysburg. Dad * 
was in that battle. . . 

[He didn’t talk ajbqut it much, but I guess they had, a harcf fime.j 
Billy, my son, once at the table we had got some old tough beef ’, 
and .we was talking about it, and my sister said she thought’ it was ; * 
mule meat and^aiked.. Daddy- -if -fie-d -ever ^'eat - any-uiules, •‘add- he . , . 
got up and left, the table and never answerdd it. So he really had, 
eat mule’s meafe •- ’ ! , ’ 

He’d talk about the Civil War once in a while With old Aunt Mat. ? ___ 
She was an old-maid sister of his. She lived with us. She’d tell us 
the stories’. One time the Yankees__.came in Ion her 'and Grandma, 
and thev v vVej»£ itt-ana-tcrOK a whole lot. of tljteir cloth and all, and 
my mother was living with ’em, and she w^s, afraid- of ’em. But I 
reckon from what they said, my grandmother wasn’t afraid of any-’ 
thing, and my mother started to run and grandmother, she-«got the 
iron poking strdCan 3 sgvs^Stay here! You’ll be safer in here with 
me than anywhere’s else.” "She was gonna kill ’em all with her poking 
stick. And they just took what they wanted and took what money 
they had — ten dollars in money. I think they dad sold a cow or : 
horse or something for ten dollars to get money. 1 „ 

They used to have :a Confederate reunion up here ; at the damp- 
ground where they used to hold their revival meetings, up in the 
woods. I was at some of the revivals, arid one of. Daddy’s old soldier 
friends would come home with him. [They had a game they’d -play 
where they’d sail their hats out onto the' ground,' and then ride 
past as fast as they could on their horses and bend dowrt and try 
to grab their hats up olf the ground as they rode by.] Grandpa 
Meadows was the only one in the bunch wh© could| grab his hat. 
The others was all out of practice. I heard my daddy say that one 
time they all sailed [their hats] down into a wheat held, apd they,/ 
was gonna ride down in there and get ’em. You know what an army’d - 
do to a wheat field? And that man that owned the fieMjwas standing 
there with a gun, and he said he’d let one man gdaotyp there on 
foot and gather up all them hats, but they wasn’n riding into, his 
field.. So that stopped that. / \ 

My father %vas a one-eyed man. He was a’shootin at, a hawk on 
Sunday and a cap busted and put out one of his eyes. He was a 
schoolteacher, and he was unusual-looking, but he was just a good- 
looking old man. He had red whiskers on his head and the blackest 
hair you ever seen — had two colors of hair on the same head! And 
he taught school here and there, and then he ordered books and 
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peddled ’em. He sold Bibles and Testaments and histories and so 
on. [My brother killed my mother by accident, and so my father 
‘ married again. We didn’t like our stepmother.] I’ve seen the rivers 
rose over twice in my lifetime. My stepmother and Daddy was over 
in Briertown visiting her people, and my sister, Betty, and her hus- 
band come in and sta\:ed with us, and we had the best time. Lord, 
we’d a ’been so glad if pur stepmother hadn’t a’never got back. 

When she had finished talking about her parents, we asked her to tell us 
about how she and her- -brothers and sisters /cere raised. 

When we got up in the morning, we- mdkedjjie cows, arid' then 
as , soon as we/d had' breakfas't, we went to the held to hoe corn! 

‘ And sometimes we was a long ways from homeland had to climb 
a mountain to get to the held. And water was scarce on that. Breed- 
love’s Mountain. When we’d go in home for our dinner and get 
back after climbing that mountain, we were ju$t exhausted, my sister 
and me. And we’d come in home and milk the cows that night 
and wash our feet and go to bed arid we’d just fall into sleep ex- 
hausted. 

„ We just had a three months’ school, and all the communities 
j around us had five months’, and so after our school was out. I’d 
. go* to Oak prove or Sulfur Springs another two months. I’m sup- 
posed to be the best speller they is in Macon County. 

Now we used to play ball and tap at school. You form a great 
bigAing at school holding hands, and one stays outside and he 
taps you and breaks and runs, and if you catch him, you can kiss 
' him.! We always let the boys outrun us. - 

[After I got married, f .raised my family in this old house.] My 
brother-in-law, a couple of years ago, said the house was 104 years 
-oldAAnd Margaret Ann,’ his 'sister, was born here "and she was 89 
• years old*" when she died, dt’s mortised’ and pinned together with, 
locust pins,. It wasn’t sealed .overhead out on the porch, and we 
never would seal it on account of showing people How it was put 
together with locust pins. Bore a hole and put one of them in. 
Oh, they wasn’t big around as, my arm there hardly. This house* 
has four fireplaces. One upstairs in this room and one upstairs Jp 
that room, and two fireplaces dowm here. . _ — ~~ 

We had this place rented when [the family that owned it] moved 
to Iotla community, and I was putting out potato plants down in 
the little bottom next to the river, and Rebecca’d seen me grease 
the baby’s feet with Vaseline. So her Hoke was a baby then, and 
^r and Rex got Hoke down and greased his feet. Then they greased 
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theirs. And I had a clean white bedspread on the bed, and they 
"got in on that bed with them greasy feet and kicked the wall, arid 
left tracks of all three of them on the wall. And Seth [who owned 
the house] and them, they was awful particular. That was their liy^pg 
room, but I had two beds in there. And he fotind them greasy tracks 
on the wall and he just rared and he said I’d just messed up the , ’ 
hopse till they wouldn’t be able to live in it after I’d had it. Ahd I 
told him how I’d take a rag and wash them off, but I never did. I 
made a marker round ’em and kept ’em, and they stayed there till 
after they was grown and the ones who owned the house was paMting 
the rooriK And I think Becky was teaching school then— she was 
about twenty years-old. And they painted over theiti tracks. And I 
tried to get her to paint around ’em and she, wouldn’t do it. Said 
nobody wanted to see ’em but me.. 

fl lost one of my sons in the flu epidemic of 1918.] Deneezer 
McCoy, 'Verlin’s w r ife, died one day, and Donald, he heard the death 
bells and he says, “I’m not dead yet.” And he never died till the 
next morning. They was 1 in the kitchen a’gettin’ breakfast, and I 
was in there with Donald: I seen he was a’dyin’, and I run in and - 
told ’em, and they got Amos up and he went to Neal Bryson’s after . 
Ben Matlock, and Neal Bryson come and w^as here when he died. 
Them death bells Were to notify the people. They had to dig their 
own graves then. They didn’t have - no insurance or anything, a,nd 
the members of the church would dig the graves. And that was to 
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calk ’em together, to see who was dead and where to dig. There, 
was no cure for the flu^-not at that time, they wasn’t. And then 
Donald had had a fall. He was thrown off a wagon against a tree a 
few days before he had it^and one of his ltings was busted. He 
coughed up a piece of one of them. That was the first time that 
flu had ever been through here, and Deneezer and Donald was the 
first deaths in the county. 

I had nine children. And I had three full brothers and six sisters, 
and I was the seventh, and so I was supposed to be able to take 
off moles and warts an^d all. such as that — and cuje the thra|h— 
and I didn t know it till I* was too old and“''people-'badUeaFned better! 

[The way I found out I could do it] was Edna Parrish over here 
had six sisters, and she was the youngest and seventh. She said 
that whenever her mother saw anybody coming with a baby, she 
was supposed to blow in its mouth and that’d cure the thrash when" 
all it really, needed was a dose of oil, you know, j to clear up its 
* throat [laughing]. But I did mlc catnip tea and ground ivy tea 
for the babies when they was little. i 

I never did cure no bleeding. Gray fell off where they was building 
a bridge down in Swam County somewheres and broke- his nose, 
and it’uz a’bleedin’-him to .death. So we sent for Joe Martin across 
the river over here (who could cure bleeding] and thought he had ~ 
to come. Joe went and told him that Gray's nose was a’bleedin’ 
him to death and the doctors couldn’t stop it. And Joe was a’waitin’j 
on him [to come with him] and he told Joe, said, “You can go 
on. Says, “It’s stopped now.” And we looked at the tim^. of day, 
and it worked. But we’d heSrd. that it woiild before ever we sent. 

We asked her how she raised the money that she needed for her family. 

One year I raised $119 worth of turkeys, and fob otheif years I 
didn’t raise so many. I generally just, about raised what I Jiatched 
off. They’d come up and I fed ’em twice a day, and I kept their 
water. Had to water ’em. I kept water pans out up. above the house, 
and kept their pans just as clean. And I took ’em sand. Iydon’t know 
whether they used it or not. And I didn’t feed ’em iany wet feed. I 
fed ’em dry: Baked, bread for ’em. Or else bought a little chicken 
feed for em. And me and one of the young’uns’d haul ’em to market 
at selling time. I * 

I don’t think we ever got as much as three dollarjs out of one. I 
know I’ve got over two dollars and so.me. I generally didn’t have 
no late’uns and little’uns. ! It was where an old turkdy* had raised a 
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gang and we maybe stole her nest out and come off with five or 
six or seven. And we built houses, and, Lordyrtfieir nests was hard 
to find. You’ve never seen nothing any harder plan finding a turkey’s 
nest! J 

At this point, she -seemed to be getting tired,' and so we asked her if she 
wanted us to leave for now and come back. some other time. 

No. I’m so glad to have your company. I stay by myself so much 
sometimes. and I get so lonesome I feel like climbing the wall. 

I belong no the Snow Hill Church, and their singers come one 
time to sing for me, and me deaf and couldn’t hear? I tried awful 
hard to hear ’em. I couldn’t, but they made a picture that I neypr 
did forget, and I just kept ’em as longlts I could. But it warone 
of my bad days, and I just had -to get to bed. 

[I fill up the time the best way I can.] I piece quilpwand crochet. 
Did you see that spread out there? They give me their old rags 
and I cut them up. Takes .longer to cut the/sfuff than it does to 
crochet it. And them old knots is a bothersome thing! My grandmoth- 
er’s sister crocheted, and I watched ..her and made me a needle 
out of some wood, and started. Rpfece quilts and do some of the 
awfulest sewing ndxv.jthat you’ve ever seen, but it holds together. 
I’ve got good strong thread^ 

And I get breakfast and dinner, and Billy, ^e cooks when I can’t. 
And we’ve got cancel stuff. All you have to do is just open it and 
heat it. We hap chicken noodles for dinner 'today, and stew beef. 

My daughter-in-laws, they keep me busy all the time a’making 
something. They keep me supplied with stuff to work with. I was 
raised on a farm and taught to get up at daylight, and if I don’t 
have something to do, I don’t like it. It’s worse now. The other 
day I just answered somebody, f was imagining that I had company 
and I was a’answerin’, and I was working on an old pan that the 
taters was cooked in and stuck to, and Tcouldn’t hardly get ’em 
foose. And I thought she said, “That’s enough. You’ve got it.” And 
I- turned around to speak to her to tell her that I could still feel 
.stuff sticking to the pan. That was the second time that I had imagi- 
nary company and I thought they said something to me and I turned 
around. But I never did see nobody nor imagine who it was. But 
I’ve had company twice when I was all alone! I was so confident 
[that there was somebody here the last time that] I told her that l 
just about had it off. " 
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We asked her about ' advice she might have for young people. 

/ ;* * l ■ I ■ 

I don’t warit none of ’em to live together anymore without being 
marriejL'lt leaves a woman in such a helpless' condition. I know a r 
majrwho took up with this other woman, and they was just a’liviri’ 
^Together and not married, and his first womarrjwho he was" riot 
married to either] _is_do^n_sicLnaw and she’s back hoine with her 
parents. They ain’t no protection for a woman to liv<f with a man 
without being married to him. 

And I don t want the boys to be covered with hand I like to see 
their faces. I hate to see a hippie so bad. My granddaughter come 
to see me, and she had a husband and I couldri’t see him. His 
beard was way down here on his belly, and I don’t know. It just 
about pukes me to see them hippies living the way they do. 

, We also asked her about her feelings on religion and death. 1, 

I guess that’d be hard to explain/although I still hold onto my* j 
childhood faith in religion. And as for dying, it’d be almost a relief. 
But I’m like old Miss Cody. I dread it! One Sunday evening I found 
out there was a crowd up there ffor a worship service], and I hurried 
over — never washed the dishes — run over there. And she said how v 
she had prayed for me and my boys all through the war and they 
all got back home, and she wanted everybody to pray for her to 
djy quick and. easy. She didn’t waift it to hurt too bad while she 
was at it.^ And we all put up ouOhands that we’d pray for her. 

And her daughter-in-law was living with her taking-care of her, 
and she had a child in school arid a baby. Miss Cody, she got up 
and got her a piece of cornbread one morning and went and fed 
Jber little chickens. And she had a row of gladiolas along the garden 
fence, and she looked at her gladiolas. She’d reach, ’out and put 
her hayid in under ’em and pull ’em towards her. Then she come 
in and set down by the couch and played with the baby some. And 
she had a heart condition. She hollered, ’“Rosy, get my pill!” And 
Rosy said she got it, and said when she got there, she was just 
a’drawin’ her last breath. She was dead. So I have faith in prayer. 
And Ilm like Miss Cody. I &ant to die easy, too! 

But I’ve outlived my usefulness. The young’uns could divide up 
here and do what they wanted to do and I’d be out of the way, at 
rest. One day I was studyin’ about Carrie Cody. And it was a bad 
time, and my feyrt was cold, and I was just a’havin’ a hard time, 
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and Billy was out. X was just a’sayin’ to myself, “Now, Carrie’s a’layin’ 
down there at peace and rest, and here I am just still a’stiugglin’ 
around when I could be at peace, too, if I was out of it.” 

There’s been a time or two, though, when I thought I was gonna 
die and! I didn’t want Billy to leave me at all. I didn’t want to be 
left by mysielf. He couldn’t have kept me here or nothing, but any- 
how, 1 wanted him. 
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I DID THE BEST I COULD 


WITH THE BRAIN NATURE GAVE ME” 




T^his is a very small biog- 
raphy of a very big per- 
son. His name was Be ; n 
Ward, and he lived in the mountains of North Carolina about as 
far away from the culture of the city as is possible in the eastern 
United States. 

'He was an inventor whose inventions are still in use in some 
pifcd$*lfNawrnills. He was a political observer whose ideas were not 
contained by the shallow, street-corner gossip of some. He- was a 
reader who, despite only a ninth-grade education, read Voltaire, 
Shakespeare, and Thorpas Wolfe. Because living out in the moun- 
tains made it hard for Jjiim to get many works of literature and 
philosophy, he built a two-thousand-volume library of his own from 
which he read, and made notations in every book, He was a philoso- 
pher, but he never retrgated from the world to pursue his ideas in 
seclusion. He was also an inventor and political observer in his spare 
time. Most of the time he ran a sawmill and generated electricity 
for himself, his neighbors, and the community church. 

You might imagine that building and running a sawmill might 
not be that time-consuming, but consider sortie of the things you’d 
have to do starting from scratch as Ben did: You’d have to be enough 
of an engineer to dam a river, designing it yourself and mixing 
the cement and pouring it by hand; then you’d have to rig and 
hook two turbine wheels — one to generate electricity and the other 
to power your saw, carriage, log turner, eager saws, conveyor belts, 
and sawdust chains; then you’d have to figure out a system for trans- 
ferring all the scrap wood .to a large bin so it wouldn’t pile tip 
and get in the way; and then, because you were building from scrap, 
-you’d have to invent ways to transfer the power from your turbine 
wheel to the machinery through a system of truck rear ends and 
transmissions and other junked automotive parts to save money; 
and then you’d have, to figure out how . to buy your timber and 
market your lumber, all the while keeping all the machinery repaired 
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and in good woi king order, and all die while adding new inventions 
to the milL-to make it work more efficiently,, All this Ben did. 

But even all this wasn t enough to occupy Ben’s mind entirely. 
He also spent a large amount of time tinkering with perpetual-motion 
machines, even with the knowledge that many great minds before 
lum had tried until frustration got the best of them. 

And on .top of all that, he took up a hobby that became almost 
an obsession: baseball. He wasn’t the best player on the team he 
played for, and when members of* that team blamed him for some 
of their defeats, he took his bulldozer to a nearby mountairitop 
and built his own baseball field, recruited his own learn, and outfitted 
it completelv. 

1 ■ - ^ 

This put a lot of stress on Ben, and it didn’t help when the doctors 

said he was abnormally tense, or when people, in the community 
regarded him as odd and somewhat crazy. Who could be considered 
normal and do all the things Ben did, including raising a son? 

Ben will serve as an inspiration to me and countless others in r 
the Appalachian region, for he disproved every stereotype of the 
southern Appalachian mountaineer as being an ignorant, shiftless 
hick. To mv mind, he was a genius. 

JOHN SINGLETON 

This article was researched and written by John Singleton, Darryl Edwards, 
and Jim \oung, with initial intemiews conducted by Stanley Masters and 
John Garrard. Our special thanks to Ray Ward and his family for giving 
oj their time and effort to make this article full and accurate, and to Roy 
and Milton Hodges for introducing us to the Wards. 

) ' \ 

Ben Ward was born on January 28, 1896, in a house rough ly j 

150 feet from the spot where he eventually settled permanently: j 
He was the fourth of thirteen children, eleven of whom lived to 1 
adulthood. His father was the community blacksmith, miller, and 
sawyer, and he had built a dam out of hemlock logs across the 
W’atauga River in about 1905 to provide water pow r er for his millis.^ 
■. Jhe..dam. was so w e ll buil t t h a t it, was the .only one on the Watauga 
River to survive the huge flood of 1940’ and it is still standing 
today. 

Ben always attributed his inventiveness to his father. As Ray, his 
only child, said, “Many of the Wards were inventive people. Mjy 
grandfather W^ard, .who was a blacksmith, invented- a stirrup. He 
was in the process .of patenting it with the idea of selling it to the 
cavalry, but then they did away with the cavalry, and I don’t think 
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he ever got the patent. The way it worked, when the rider would, 
fall off his horse, the stirrup had a little spring on it that would 
release and let the rider’s foot go. Ben always said he got his inven- 
tiveness from the Wards and his grit and tenacity from the Harmons 
[his mother’s side of the family]. When he got an idea in his head, 
he wouldn’t give up on it until he had it figured out. 

“I understand my grandfather had a little water wheel out in the 
branch that powered a washing machine he had built. They said it 
would wash pretty- good. I’ve heard' Dad say when he and some of 
the other boys were around and Grandpa Ward would fry to get 
them to work, he’d get aggravated at them and say, ‘You lazy little 
devils^Get away! I’d rather do it myself than be bothered with you!’ ” 

IT ' * 

Ben went to grammar school at the one-room Johnson School 
near his home. “I believe he said he went to school for five years 
and couldn’t learn anything. He said he’d juSt sit there and look 
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at a book and it didn’t mean anything to him. He’d sit and chew- ! 
the corners off his books. But then everything just unfolded for 
him and he moved ahead of many of the kids. f 

“In many ways, he was an average kid, but he dared to be tested, 

I guess vou'couldsay. iFheTelievcd stnnething, he had -to have ■ 
his way and he wouldn’t follow friends. In other words, he was 
his own person. He would question. He didn’t believe things Just 
because other people said they were so.” . !. 


As a teen-ager, he only rarely ventured out of the area, and so 
his knowledge of the outside world was limited, a condition typjcal 
of many young mountain people at that time. “On his first trip 
outoLthis county, he went to Johnson City, Tennessee, and- stayed 
m a little hotel that was- more or less a house of prostitution. Of 


course, he was so green he wasn’t aware of it. He was just a pure 
old mountain boy. He wasn’t aware -of anything like that being in 
the world. ; 


“Later he was in the Navy and he spent the night with a friend, 
and he started to tellthisjaqy’s folks about spending the night in 
such-and-such a hotel in Johnspn City, and the Boy said, "‘SEdTIiT’" 


Later he gat Dad out and told him where he had stayed, and until 
then he hadn’t beenayvare that he had been in a house of prostitution 
and the only reason he was telling the s.to^y at all was that he was 
so proud of having stayed in a hotel in a strange town by hiynself. 

“Of course, I guess if you didn’t go in there with that intention, 
you could probably get a room. He said, ‘I thought the girls were 
stuck on me.’ That was their job, you know — to be nice to the boys. 
He didn’t know. He was just that ignorant of the situation. I think 
Thomas Wolfe writes somewhere about having a similar experience. 
That’s just how green some of the mountaih boys were.” — 


i 

i 


Despite his rather limited contact with the outside world, his abso- 
lutely remarkable inventiveness surfaced early. “His first real project 
was in about 1914. He made a small steam engine that worked 

just like the big ones , and it had a 1 ittleeircie sawmill that’ would — 

saw little pieces of soft, rottejy wood. They-had it in a museum 
over at Appalachian State University. It was in the old music building 
that burned down in the early forties. I never did see it, but I have 
heard many people talk about it. They said it would pop off just 
like a big steam engine. He built it from scraps in his father’s black- 
smith shop. 

“Sometimes he would take interest in some gadget and work all 




day on it, but most of the time he’d just tinker with things in his 
spare time. Just play.* Change this and change that. When he died,' 
he was tinkering with a perpetual-motion machine. Grandfather 
Ward had started playing with one. He never figured it out, but 
he believed that if he could ever find, a perfectly round wheel, he 
could solve it. Ben took up where he left off. He would set one 
up and then tear it down and set it up a different way.' He had - 
magnets on one mounted somehow on an old phonograph along 
with pieces of lead to break the magnetic field. Somebody is liable 
to stumble on the solution one of these days. Ho just played with 
ideas like that. 

“And sometimes he’d lose patience. I remember once he was 
workihg on an old motor block. He welded and welded on it, and 
every time he put water on it, it would leak. He got mad at the 

thing and he said, ‘Well, I’ll fix the G d thing.’ And he 

took a sledgehammer, and just beat the whole i>ide of the engine 
in. He would get mad*at something and beat the dickens out of it. 

- Sometimes he would get mad at it and throw it. His patience would 
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wear thin after he would work with something a while and it wouldn’t 
work. He'd just throw it, and then he would go pick it up and calmly 
start working again. 

“I cleaned this machine shop up a lot after he died. When he 
worked, he seldom cleaned up anything. He picked up just enough 
so that he could get to something the next time he wanted to work 
on it. He could send me after something and tell me where it was, 
arid I wouldn’t be able to find it. But he could w'alk jright in and 
pick it' up without even looking twice. It was like he had an index 
in his head'of w’here everything was, even with everything scattered 
around. He -would lay something, down, and if somebody didn’t 
bother it, he was like a bee that could go right back to the hive. It 
was just like an instinct. of some kind. ■ 

“Arid about everything he saw', he could see something useful 
in it. Every usable piece of junk he could find, he would pick it up 
and bring it in here. He loved to go to junk piles and hunt for 
useful things. 

“He was ari artist, and like a great artist, he used machinery to 
express himself.” This was a trait that he carried a^l his life. 

Another trait that surfaced early w r as a hatred of hypocrisy. He 
recognized the human tendency to be hypocritical in himself while 
he w r as in grammar school. At the old Johnson School, his family 
was rather poor and they could only afford to pack him a lunch of 
milk and cornbread and butter and molasses. It embarrassed him 
so much that 'he would slip off and hide to. eat. Later, when he 
was boarding with a family and attending another grammar' school, 
he was fed very well and w'ould sit up ori a rock and bat so that, 
everyone could see him. He told Ray often how much he hated 
the fact that when he was poor, others were cruel to him and teased 
him, and when he had been well off, he had done exactly the same 
thing to others. " • 

After finishing gram mar school, . B en went on to th e Appalach ian 
Training School, which later became Appalachian State University. 
His education was cut short, however, after a total of nine years 
(not much by today’s standards, but enough to qualify him to teach 
in a one-room country school). “All the schooling he had was just 
nipe years. Most of it was just self-education. When World War I 
broke out, he was at the Appalachian Training School working to- 
ward some kind of program that General Electric had tor boys who 
were talented in electronics and science. At that time, patriotism, 



I guess, was high, and so he talked to Professor Dauphin Dougherty, - — 

one of his teachers and one of the founders of Appalachian State, 
about joining the Navy. Professor Dougherty said, ‘You can learn 
more there than you can in our schpol. They will teach you more ■ 
that you can use when you get out in the world. I would advise 
r you to go on.’ , • ■ ■" 

“So he did. He first went to Newport, Rhode Island, for his boot 
training. Then he was aboard a troop ship, the U.S.S. Powhatan. 

He served first in the boiler room passing coal. That was where 
they haul coal from storage to the boiler room and put it into the 
, boilers. He did that for two or three weeks and got sick. It was 
' caused by . running from the hot beHprrooiirTtr^ 
outside. He practically took pneumonia. I remember him saying 
that t here was a _ box. who -worked with him that took pneumonia, 
andTIied. Af|er Dad'got sick, they moved him to an electrical gang, 
where he served the rest of the war. 

“On his first trip across the ocean, they got into a big storm. 

They were out in the mid-Atlantic somewhere, and he said the old 
ship would just roll and 'creak. Some of them were getting seasick, 
and this old sailor got mad and said, ‘I wish old bald-headed Jesus x 

Christ would sink the G d ship t° the bottom of hell ^ \ 

and do it right now.’ 
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' “It scared my father to death. He said he had never heard anyone 
talk about the higher power like that and he was sure lie was a 
goner. He said he thought his hair stood straight up. Byt it wasn’t 
long until he had the same feeling as the sailor. From that time 
on [his feelings toward ChrisaianTty and ail-powerful God were de- 
mystified, and he never regarded religion -with the kind of awe he 
had once reserved for it]. 

“About two years ago, there was sort of a coincidence. ‘An old 
gentleman came from Charlotte to see the mill. I asked him if he 
was a veteran, and he said, ‘Yes.’ And he got to talking about going 
over to France. I- questioned him a little, and he said he was on 
the Powhatan. And he got to telling me about the ship and the storm, 
and he described it just as my father had. He knew all about the 
ship and even had a picture of it.” 

After the war was over, Ben returned home. “I have been told, 
many times that when he came back from the service, he was very 
popular and looked up to because he had a big Harley Davidson 
motorcycle and a car before those things were common, and he’d 
drink some just to be one of the boys. He said, ‘A poor man ought 
to get drunk at least once a’ year just to know how a rich man feels 
all year.’ He was- kind of a daredevil on his motorcycle. He took 
one fellow for a ride on it and went across a footlog, and the fellow 
got so scared'he swallowed his tobacco. He had the byword ‘Wone- 
time,’ that he prefaced everything he said with, arid he jumped off 
the motorcycle and shouted, ‘Wonetime Ben Ward is crazy and 
doesn’t value his life!’ \ S 

“He didn’t like to fight, but he wouldn’t back downy either. Once 
in the Smoky Mountains he got into an argument ahd both went 
to get their guns. But halfway back, he thought about What he was 
doing and said to himself, ‘I don’t want to kill anyone. If someone’s 
got to be killed today, I’d rather be killed my sell than kill him.’ 
The other man came back with his gun and sauntered around Ben 
and poked at him and taunted him, but Ben just stood his ground 
and took it. He said that" later the man became one of his best 
work hands and a good friend. 

“Another time he got into one after the war arid almost killed a 
man. The way he told it, it happened in front of the old Pastime 
Theater in Boone, North Carolina. There was this big fellow who 
was kind of the bully around Boone — an all-conference football 
player and Golden Gloves box^r. Dad had been in the T&L Tavern 
right beside the theater and had* had a couple of beers. Then he 
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went in to see the movie and sat down by a young lady, and this 
Fellow came over by them and said something to my father about 
him sitting next to this lady, and Dad asked him what business it 
was of his — or something like that. So he invited my father out on 
the street, v ) " • 

“Dad said as sbon as' he walked out to the street, this fellow hit 
him and knocked him about ten feet but He never did go down. 

One thought that struck him said for him to run, and the other ’ 
said to stay with, him' or die. Dad was only Pj-8 and 1 .^o pounds, 

. .-hut he went back, ducked his head down, got hold of the man’s 
throat, . and held on just like a little dog hanging onto a big one. 

• The fellow grabbed him, beat him with h'is fists, broke his" nose, 
knocked his teeth loose, and blacked both of his eyes. He just about 
beat mv father* to death, but Dad said, ‘For some reason, I just 
couldn’t feel any pain,’ and he didn’t let go. 
t “Finally the fellow went downyfrom lack of breath. There were 
d touple of friends with Dad, and \vhen they finally pulled him off, 
he had his finger around this marVs eyeball trying to pull it out. 

Then the law ..came and they ran into the alley. 

“Later on, somebody asked this fellow why he didn’t hit him or 
something. He said, I did hit him. I don’t know what kind of a 
man he was. I hit him with everything I had and I still couldn’t ' 
put him down.’ ,t 

My fa t her said he came home the next morning; and his niece, 

Kate, was staying with him, and when he came into the room where 
she was < she just ran backwards and screamed, ‘Uncle Ben, ’what 
has happened to you?’ Wj 

“And he said, ‘I don’t know. Why?’ 0 

“She told him to go look in the mirror, and he said his face was 
nearly beat off. He said it w'as just scary. The do.ctors say that a 
person with his mental djagryosis produces up to three times the 
norihal amount of ^drenafinj and I guess that’s w'hat happened. 

> That man must have really gotten desperate, though. Dad said 
that the next morning the bottoms of his feet were sore where the 
man had bounced him. up. f ^hp: down against the sidewalk trying to 
shake him loose:’’ A* ijf s 

y : / ' 

Shortly after Ben refurned from the war, he sawmilled in Silver- 
stone and other communities around Watauga County, and then 
* n 1 9 2 5 moved, to the Cable Coye section of Graham County, Nlorth 
Caiolina, where he sawed timber for a large lumber company-that 
operated a circle mill in the area. In the late twenties his inventive- 
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ness surfaced again, and he built his own band mill out of parts 
of two or three old ones that were out of commission. A saw filer 
told him he could never do it himself, which made him even more 
determined. Mr. Johnson, a saw filer for the B’emis Lumber Company 
in Robbinsville, North Carolina, helped him a great deal, and Ben „ 
never forgot him. 

Ben had several extraordinary experiences in the Smokies. “He 
was driving along Lake Cheoah below Fontana Lake one day, and 
he was on this mountain road that goes around the lake, and there 
was a rocky bluff up above the road. He said the vision of a house 
appeared befdre him, and later on [in 1938-39] he built it just the , 
way he had seen it then. That’s this house that we live in now. 
Four of the millstones that are around the house came from Grandpa 
Ward’s old mill, and two-.are Grandfather Harmon’s. The rest he 
just picked up in other places. But he said -he saw the outside rock 
parts of the house in this vision and planned the inside later. A 
cousin of his named Junior Simpson was talented in radio, and he 
helped Dad set up a system of speakers all through the house. When 
you stood between two rooms, it was just like stereo sound, which 
hadn’t even been invented yet. And Dad had mercury switches in* 
the house. They w '.eye real quiet, and people couldn’t understand 
why they didn’t click.’’ 

When the Depression hit, Ben found himself in debt over a thoii r 
sand dollars, with no way to get the money. To make matters. more 
difficult, his young wife was pregnant with Ray, their first child. 
“My father was going on a Fourth of July fishing trip when I was 
born on July 1, 1930. He was with Jack Morphew, a prominent 
Robbinsville, North Carolina/adorney and„one of his best friends. 
He decided he’d better see how she was -doing before he went, 
arid so he called the hospital and asked how she was. getting along. 
They said, ‘Hold on a minute. Your wife wants to talk to you.’ 

“He smd something to her about fishing, and she said, ‘Get on 
over here. You’ve already caught a big fish. Bring me some clothes.’ 

“I had just been born, so he told Jack] ‘I guess my fishing trip 
is over, f’ve already landed a big one.’ - 

“T cah remember his paranoid streak. He said he had lost all 
interest in women at one time, but my mother appealed to him 
and changed all that, and Jack advised Dad to marry her. He said 
there wasn’t a finer family of people in these mountains. I can remem- 
ber his saying that when he was with my mother, b-1] his jealousness 
and suspicions completely left him, but as soon a's>he was out of 
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•B^-ATE 360 The stone house Ben built. Between the millstones are granite plaques 
into which are carved his favorite quotations. 


her presence, they’d return and haunt him. And when she was preg- 
nant with me, they weren’t married. I can remember that he doubted 
, for a while that I was his child, but I used to have a little mole on 
my ear, and he ha‘d one in the same place and my mother pointed 
to it and Said, ‘Look here, Ben, you can’t deny this!’ and that finally 
convinced him. v 

“My mother had had rheumatic fever when she was a child, and 
it damaged her heart. Two months after I was born, it reoccurred 
, and killed her just before her twentieth birthday.” 

On his wife’s headstone, Ben caryed a quotation from The Rubaiyat 
'qffDmar Khayyarh:-\ ■ 

Yet'Ah, that Spring should vanish with the Rose! 

That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close! 

f fib death of his wife triggered a nervous breakdown, and for a - 
period of several years, Ben was in and out of VA hospitals, once 
being locked up in a ward for the criminally insane after attacking 
a doctor who called him antisocial, a term they apparently used to 
mean that he was lazy and wouldn t work. He underwent some fifty 
shock treatments in those VA hospitals, and he wrote of that experi- 
ence, Death can t be any different. It’s just like turning out a light. 
The light just slowly dies away. There is no memory. They would 
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take me before breakfast in the morning, and I’d come back to 
reality and thinMt was still early morning but jt - would be suppertime. 
I’ve been dead fifty times.” /’ 

At a VA hospital in Perry Point, Maryland, he was declared incom- 
petent and given a service-related full-disability. pension and sent 
home. ' • 

Soon after leaving Perry Point, he became a strong advocate of- 
Bernard Macfadden and his physical-culture magazine. Macfadden 
advocated eating natural foods and fasting for heklth, and sp frorti 
the early thirties to about i960, Ben’s daily diet consisted Qmly of 
four or five whole-wheat muffins crumbled into a bowl ofH^hole 
unpasteurized milk at every meal. Whenever he fiplt his system Ao 
be out of sorts, he would go on a five-to-seven-day fast, living pri 
water and fruit juices. He felt this cleansed his system and gave 
Nature a chance to correct the problem. In the late 1950s, his stom- 
ach began to give him problems and- so he gave up the diet. But 
in i960, he came upon a book called The Art of Living Long by Louis 
Cornaro, a celebrated Venetian centenarian who lived from 1464 
to 1566. Cornaro advocated the use of wine as a main source of 
food for people with stomach and digestive problems, and so Ben 
began using Chianti, \ana bread along with a few cashew nuts as 
his main food source. The wine seemed to solve his stomach prob- 
lems, and strong men working along with him could never under- 
stand now he could do as much or more work as they did on such 
a small amount of food. 

After his release from Perry Point in the early thirties, Ben went 
to the Smokies, retrieved his band mill, hauled it home, and set it 
up on the spot where his father had had the little circle mill that 
had been- the first mill in that community. He set it up not so much 
to make money as to play with and keep himself occupied., When 
money began to circulate again after the Depression, and "things 
picked up, he went into sawmilling and eventually earned enough 
money to. buy the old Someplace for himself. and his son. ‘‘The 
first load of lumber he hauled after moving fr$m Graham County 
to here he got $1 1 for. He said he looked at his check and said to 
himself, ‘I made $mV and he thought he had really done well. 
But when he got back to his truck, he- looked at the check again 
and saw that it said $11, and he had $30 or $40 invested in the 
load. 

“When he got home, he said, ‘Well, I can’t operate like that.’ 
So the next week, he started with a good worker and got out somy 
more logs and cut them, and that load of lumber brought about 



$4° and he made a little profit. So he started from there. Back 
. then, people w^re willing to work hard. He said that even during 
, the Depression, people would work hard, but before he died he 
; said, ‘Nowadays people won't work. I just don’t know what to think.’ 

He always had j| few- average workers, but they were good men. 

He would pay the man that did good; work good pay. The one$ 
that did not do much did not get as much pay. Sometimes tWo 
men would work and do the work of one good man, and he would 
, pay them accordingly and they were happy. But he.had to quit doing 
v [ hat when the wage and hour laws came in because* he couldn’t 
afford it. I know, one or tw’o men kept on working, and he paid 
them accordingly by the hours they worked. 

“He bought timber from people. People would sell him the timber 
from thefi; land and he would cut it. The way he got most of his 
land was that he would just buy the land and then cut the timber 
off ? it,.and then he would harvest the timber and maybe pay for a 8 
lot of the land from the profits. 

“And he always said he replanted as many trees as he cut. He 
replanted about a hundred thousand, trees, and he cut about twenty- 
five million feet^of timber during his life, so that should replace 
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what he cut. I more or less got him interested in that. We had 
pastureland in these old fields, and they were steep, so we jset out 
about a hundred thousand poplars and pines. Some of the pines 
are big enough now to, where you could make smajl-Togs out of 
'them. It was about '56 when we started setting.' At that lifnb, most 
people that had land in here just cut the timber oft' arid let it reforest 
itself Then the Forest Service started giving out seedlings. When 
we got' smarted replanting, it really interested him. j .4 
"He used to have a gnstmill 'here aLso, and a hammer mill for 
cow feed. He ran it on Saturdays when h e vvasndusaw i n g . Back in 

the late thirties, his brother ran it most of the time and~be--cbd 

right w* 11 with it then because corn was something like a dollar or 
a dollar and a half a bushel, and a man would work all day then 
for a dollar. The miller would get an eighth of the corn ground 
as his payment, so it paid then. But later it got so it} didn’t pay 
well at ajll — not enough to hire a man to do it— and so he ran it 
for a while as a community service and then discontinued it alto- 
gether in the late forties. . , 

"1 remember Ben was talking once to^an old gentleman who was 
a real fide old man that used to run a gristmill. And Dad said to 
him, ‘Did you ever dip up a dish of the toll out of the hopper where 
a grain 6f com would just balance on the side d>f the dish about 
to fall back into the hopper and be ground for the other man, and 
it would just be hanging there, and you would ease it back, just as 
easy and into your pile to save that kernel of corn?’ 

"And the man said, ‘God, yes, I have many a time!’ You know, 
.it's just human nature, that selfishness or whate ver . H e woulcji hold 
the dish so that one grain of corn wouldn’t slide off, back into the 
hopper. You- wanted to be honest, but yet you Wanted that gram 
of corn also for yourself. That seems funny to us now, but I guess 
it was common then," / 


In addition;' to the sawmill and gristmill — all water-powdered thanks 
to ‘his fathers dam, which was still intact — he added a generator 
and began tb produce electricity for the community. "He had a 
franchise to sell electricity in a five-mile radius, bec«n|se back then 
there were no|major producers around .here. He wrote to the utilities 
board and they granted him a five-mile radius. He produced electric- 
ity fqr fifteen houses, charging them one dollar a month, and he 
gave pow r er jto the church for free. He had a set of governors made 
out of the governors off "an old steam boiler. I don’t know exactly 
how it worked, but he had it fixed somehow so that when the people 
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began' to kiclj their power on, those governors would turn-a little 
more water irji to the turbine wheel automatically*and provide more 
j^ower to the generator. But the power company Came through here 
arid took over all these little franchises, and <they said then that he 
could only generate power to within a two-hundred-foot radius of 
the mill, and so he generated just for himself after that.” 

' ■! 
On August 44$, j.940, a r disastrous flood washed the mills away, 
^jong with a hundred thousand feet of lumber, but it left the old 
dam standing] “Right after the” mill washed away in the 1940 flood, 
his Uncle Oscar was telling him How it was an. act of Providence. 
T)"ad’saidXAw, i^has- nothing to do with that. I just had njy mill 
too damn close to the river. I didn’t like the w'ay it was-built ajjiyway, 
and besides it left me a good, clean place to start over.’ 

“The first persjon he saw after the flood was v a neighbor named 
Wilborn, and his first words to him were, ‘Wib, damned if it didn’t 
wash our ball equipment away.’ [His interest in baseball is explained 
later in this chapter.] . - 

“After the flood had washed everything away, he looked around 
and got up some lumber to take to town to buy a little stove, since 
"we had fooked with electricity and didn’t have any power. It was 
getting 4 ark, and he didn’t have any lights on his truck. When he 
got to Gove Creek, the patrolman stopped him and told him it wasn’t 
safe for him to drive without lights. Dad told him his misfortunes 
and how he couldn’t do any better, and the patrolman wouldn’t 
listen to him. Finally he got mad and sgid, ‘If nothing else will do 
you, just taTe me to the damn jail and lock me up.’ The patrolman 
got tickled and one of the men up there to bring him home.” 

Since the dam was left standing, he rebuilt the mill in 194'i. He 
was constantly looking for.. ways to improve it, though, and in 1947, 
while attending a World Series game in New York, he bought the 
machine-shop equipment with which he began to add the improve- 
ments that are on the mill now. ' 

In 1953, for example, he replaced the four-foot bandmill with- 
the present saw, which is a six-foot bandmill (a thirty-six-foot-long 
blade set around two six-foot-in-diameter wheels or narrow, hollow 
drums), The Bristol Steel Company cut the steel for the wheel's, 
and Ben hired a skilled vvelder to weld the pieces together. 'Then 
he trued the drums/wheeffej himself (since no loc^Pmachinists knew 
how to help him) by building, a frame next to the machine-shop 
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lathe, mounting a bandmill drum on the frame, and letting it turn 
against the lathe bit. “He balanced them himself, and they are just 
about perfect.” . * ! • • ' ,, • ^ 

^ He also improved a log-turning de'vice he had. patented earlier, 
designed and built a saw filer, and made a hydraulic punch so that 
he could make his own saw blades out of Swedish saw steel. 

The next major improvement to the 'mill tame in 1963. “Grandpa 
Ward- had always talked about someday building a concrete dam 
to replace the log one; That project became my father’s last big 
ambition in life. One day I was sawing, and he was out in the yard 
sunnirfg. Suddenly he came over to wher^ I was and sat down on 
the, steps to the filing room and looked lout over the river. , The 
wat^er was kind of low and the dam wasn’t running over because 
we were running all the water through thje water wheels. Then he 
walked down and shut the mill off. ! 4 

“I asked him why, and he said he was jgoing to build that dam. 

I his was in the last part of August 19613. About Labor Day, we 
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started the maimproject. We first built our coffer dams and every- 
thing to cut the water out. Roy Hodges worked in water up to his 
chin for two days, driving and nailing the piling boards to four 
poplar logs to make the main coffer dam. Without him, we might 
not have made it. We ysed the old dam for the upper coffer. When 
the coffer dams were finished, we had the job licked. Then we built 
the dam. He: said later, ‘Something just told me that if I was ever 
going to, build that dam, this was' the time.’ Fortunately, we just 
had one little freshet and it didn’t bother us hardly at all. The only 
thing that happened was that Henry Hicks, who was running the 
concrete mixer, got hit in the eye with a rock when we were busting 
rock. He was out all that faff and that slowed us up a lot. We worked 
on Thanksgiving Day, and that was the last day. We must have 
poured over five thousand bags of concrete. There was one boy, 
Paul Rominger, who was real strong and hauled just about all the 
sand for it himself in a wheelbarrow. - He got it out of the sand 
that had piled up behind*the old dam. His younger brother, Larry, 
hauled the bagged cement in another wheelbarrow. We’d pour about 
seventy-five to eighty bags a day, mixing it all in a one-bag mixer.” 


With the dam completed, Ben continued the sawmill business 
and continued generating power for himself. His inventive streak 
turned to the problem of how to mount a four-foot bandmill on 
the back of a truck to^make it portable so, that it could be carried 
to small boundaries of timber, thus saving the expense of hauling 
the logs to the mill. 

And he also continued a lifelong passion for baseball. “He always 
. liked to play ball when they played in school. They called it town 
ball. You had two bases and you throw the ball between the runner 
.and the base. They had a community team before he went into 
•;ihe service, and when he came back from the service, I don’t think 
he played much. Once, in 4 VA hospital, he had given up and death 
was all that was on his mind. They had him out one day with a 
* group playing volleyball.. There was an old fellow standing there 
that was sort of like him, and someone hit the ball and it hit him 
'on the head and he didn’t flinch or anything. My father said, ‘If I 
lopk like that fellow, I ought to be dead.’ So then he got into the 
~ga~me~and started playing. He became interested and they had a 
pretty good team. He was first substitute on the hospital team, which 
beat the best team in Baltimore. He also was proud of the fact 
that wl\en the world-champion volleyball team came by to entertain 
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PLATE 365 The Watauga River team of 1912, the first team Ben ever played 
on. Ben is fourth from the left on the front row. 

the patients at Perry Point, he was on the hospital team that got 
to play them.; ' ' 

“Up in the filing room [in the mill building] is the old box he 
hauled his baseball equipment in. During the Second World War, 
you had to deliver wood or lumber if you went from one place to 
another. That was to conserve gas. So on weekends he would put 
that box on top of a load of stove wood and go to little communities 
around here and play baseball. He kept the gloves and bats in the 
box — outfitted the team. 

“He wasn’t a good player. When some of the better players ob- 
jected to him playing, saying he was making them lose, he packed 
up the equipment and left, saying, ‘The next field I play on, Wo 
one can kick me off of’; and then he built his own ball field, making 
it exactly the same size as the ball field in Cleveland Stadium — a 
favorite of his. He Tuilt the field between 1947 and 1950 with the ~ 
help of Dexter Rominger, who operated the dozer, and put over 
ten thousand dollars of labor and materials into it. - ' < 

“WfierTlocal team players would brag about how many games 
they had won, he would laugh and say, ‘I can brag that I’ve been 
beaten more times than anyone who ever played in Watauga County.’ 
He was probably right. In the early thirties, for example, he played 
on a community team called the ‘Old Stag Team’ in which all the 
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players were from thirty to fifty years old, and ’they didh t win a 
single game all year and often got" greased’ [shut out]. All the other 
teams in the area wanted to play them betapse they were such good 
sports and so easy to beat. 'It was the mosOfun I ever had, Dad. 
said. One of his biggest thrills was hitting a home r urr-eae : daj/, 
"thus saving the team from being shut out, and his fellow players 
carried hint, on their shoulders. He Said, ‘I felt bigger than the Presi- 


dent.’ His ohc . goal Tor -the team was that it get at least. one ru n, 
after which he would Exclaim, ‘God, they can’t grease us now! 


A> 










ilplfi 

ftliiiiSS 


liiiil 


PLATE 368 1 

Ben’s ball field 
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PLATE 369 At .age fifty- 
severv, Ben releasing his fa- 
vorite pitch, a slow, round- 
house curve. (Photo by 
Palmer Blair,- Palmer’s Photo 
Shop, Boone, N.C.) 
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“He loved to pitch. He could do rather well at times. He never 
would strike many people out, but he would throw an old slow 
junkv ball and you couldn’t hit it very hard. It was slow, and you'd 
hit it into the ground or pop it up. He would pitch five innings 
most of the time if he could get by that long, and then he would 
quit. Sometimes he would pitch longer. Nineteen fifty-six was the 
best year he had, when he won thirteen games and lost none, and 
his team was Watauga-Avery County leagule champions. After he 
won the thirteenth, he wouldn’t pitch anymore because thirteen was 
his number. h 

jJC 

“He considered man walking on the moon the highlight of man’s 
achievement during his lifetime, ©rf the same day of that feat, he 
pitched a seven-inning baseball game and won, 5-4. He was seventy- 
three years old, and he considered this game his most memorable 
baseball feat. But it was during this period that his physical and 
mental health began to deteriorate, and after trying fo make a come- 
back by playing baseball one Saturday evening, he told my wife 
while they were leaving the ballfield, ‘It looks like I’m going to 
have to hang up my spikes.’ 

“The game remained one of his favorite things- in his later .life. 
And fishing for native speckled trout ran a close second to baseball. 
But he sometimes said, ‘When 1 go to the Pearly Gates, "if I find 

they don’t have a ball team, I’ll put in for a transfer.’ ” 

\ / 

When Ben died on June 15, 1970, he was cremated, as he had 
requested, wanting “every atom in his body released to get back 
into Nature’s worksh<fp.” The memorial service was free of religious 
ceremony and prayer, as he had wished. 

His ashes were scattered over his ball field. — — 

Ray,' in an attempt to help as collect additional stones about his father, 
invited Clay Ward and Henry Hicks over to his house to talk with us. Both 
ttied W Work for 'Ben,' " Clay "for" 'eight years 'arid " Henry for 'fifteen, and 7 both' 
-played on his ball team. The following is part of the conversation we had: 

clay: I’ll tell you what a sharp thinker the man was. Them fellows 
were out here ’dozing one time, and Henry there crawled under 
the dozer and it sunk down and caught him across the chest. And 
Mr. W’ard didn’t know which way to pull the lever to raise or lower 
the blade. He stood there a minute and thought which way it should 
work and then he lowered the blade against the ground and lifted, 
the dozer up in the air off Henry.. He said he thought, “I’ve got 
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to be right this one time.” He was that kind of man. stop 

and think before he did anything. He could figure thing^ out in 
just a minute, whpreas you and me wouldn’t. 

henry: One wrong move and I - would have been dead. If he had 
moved that blade up one little bit, I’d have been dead. He’d never 
been on a bulldozer before, but he said he knew he had to make 
the right move. ' \ 

ray: There was „so much pressure on you it busted blood vessels 
in your eyes. The doctors said that if they’d busted around ydpr 
heart, it would have killed you. When Ben got in a close circumstance 
like that, he was just as calm as a human can be. But get him in 
normal places and he couldn’t even talk he got so nervous. \ 

henry: He was really smart. He could memorize anything. And he' 
could figure out thmgs that I just couldn’t ^understand. He’d tell 
me what the moon weighed while we were working. He had it figured 
up in his mind. And what the earth and all that ^weighed. He had 
it figured right, too. And'T’d try to understand it and hfe’d try to 
explain it all to me. He’d say, “Do you see into- it now?’-” 

And I’d say, “No.” He’d tell me three or four times and I’d say, 
“I just can’t focus into it.” 


ray: He’d just commit it to his mind and it’d be there. I remember 
one time he was just about to renew his driver’s license. Living-ffiy 
himself, he really needed one. This new boy was doing the examina- 
tion. The other [officer] and Ben were good friends, and he’d just 
make him drive a couple of miles and that would be the test. But 
this new boy asked him. all these tricky questions like how many 
car lengthsi and that sort of thing — how far a car would bounce ifj 


it fell off a_building and all th-atr — \ * 

Well, he just threw' the paper down and the boy said something 
smart to him, and he said, “Son, I can figure out things in my head 
that you can’t even figure out on pifper.” Then he said, “I can’t 
pass this damn thing. You just take it and throw it away.” 

And then the regular [officer] came back and talked to him and 
just gave him his license and told him not to drive in certain. condi- 
tions. But that boy was sort of smart and gave him a smart remark. 
henry: He couldn’t stand for that. 

ray: But he was really intelligent in a practical way, too. We’d get 
down to what looked like solid’ rock to us when we were building 
that cement dam, and it would feel like solid rock, and he’d get 
down there with a crowbar and beat on it and say, “Hell, this ain’t 
solid rock.” 
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henry: I tried it many a time and never could do it. ' 

ray: 1 le’d jump down in there with some dynamite and he’d blast 
/ and it would be shell rock. I don’t know how he learned it, but he 

was good with it, wasn’t he, Henry? ' • 

henry: Darn right he was good. He could take a crowbar and move 
a ro,ck that would take a compressor and drill hours to dc^. He hardly 
ever had any drilling done. I’ve seen people drill for tftrel: days 
: 4i on something where he could just take dynamite and a’ crowbar 
and do the job and save hundreds, of dollars, 
t ray: I guess he poured more concrete by hand than anyone in this 

area. 

henry: And that mill is something. I don’t think anyone but him 
understood how that mill worked. I didn’t know what was going 
i on. i ' ' 

ray: I don’t even think he understood it all the time. Dad said his 
mind was like a funnel with all the stuff coming in at the big end 
and it would all get crushed together at the little end and couldn’t 
get out. I’ve seen him come tp the house just sick. 
henry. He’d work with us, though. There were about eighteen peo- 
ple working on the dam, and all the time I worked with him, he 
never asked me to do something he wouldn’t do himself. 
ray: A man came by one time and asked to see him. The man was 
all dressed up, and Ben came Out from under the mill all covered 
with greaSe and stuff and his old hat pulled sideways and his overall 
leg torn up to about his knee, and that man looked at him for a 
while in disbelief and said, “Are you Mr. Ward?’’ 

And he said, “Y eah, I reckon I am.” 

henry: There was a lot of difference working for a man like that. 
You feel different working for a man like that. He went to work 
and you followed him. 

- ray: Then when he’d get stuck, he’d give you something else to 
do anti jus! 'say. “Go over here and do this while I figure thisfout.” 

And then sometimes he was forgetful. Once he left a man holding 
something heavy and told him that he’d be right back and went 
_ off to do something and forgot about that man, and when he came 
back, the man had fallen over. 

But I’ll tell you what. He could take three men and' do more 
work and handle a bigger job than an ordinary man could take a 
dozen men and do. He’d get them all to work together. You get a 
. crowd together and everyone lifts at their own time and nobody 
y gets anywhere. But he’d take three men and all would lift together 
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and there wasn’t much thev/couldn’t do if everybody would stay 
with him and pull their jihafe of the load. 

/Vri d sometimes - bCcige I mad. I’ve seen him yell and cuss himself 
when something went wrong. But things usually worked out. He § 
was just like a littje kid with a Christmas tree full of presents when 
he filled the dam up and the water came over it just as even. And 
he-'did that just with his eye. He sighted across that thing ft© make 
it level on top] and the water came over completely smooth. 

henry: If you was going to contract [to have a dam like that done 
today] it would cost a half a million dollars trying to figure out 
how to do it. That’s right, too. 

ray; He would sight with his thumb and it would always be right. 
Funny thing happened to him when he was building a fence up at 
the. baseball field. He had two stakes set up, lining them up, you 
fnow. He said [to the man standing there], ‘‘What the hell are you 
laughing about?” I . • 1 

And the man says, ‘‘Well, Ben, any fool knows you can line up 
two stakes at one time.” • 

And he says, ‘‘Damned if you ain’t right, ain’t you?” 

henry: Most pepple didn’t have any reason not to like him. Some 
didn't like him' because they were jealous of hint, but he carried 
his own weight pretty well. He’d stand up for what he believed in. 

It was just that he was so, much smarter than other people, and 
they couldn’t understand him. A lot of people were so 'confused, 
they didn t know what to think. But if a man got time to study * 
everything, you could see what he was doing. Right offhand, though] f 
it was pretty hard to understand. V. . / 

Sometimes people felt he would try to cheat them when he’d 
buy their timber,, but as long as I worked for him he never told 
me to be dishonest. A man would price a boundary of timber for 
us, and on the way back I’d tell him that the man would take less 
than that, and he’d say, ‘‘No, I ain’t gonna do it.” 

ray: He’d never dicker. A man would, price something and he’d * 
either buy it or leave it. 

henry. Yep. If he thought it was worth it, he’d take it. Otherwise, 
he d just walk off. But he was honest. I remember one night late 
we were driving— it was late, but he had it in his mind he just had 
to go look at something — so we started up the mountain and filled 
up with gas. We went on up the road,' anci he said, ‘‘Did you pay 
for that gas?”. 

And I said, ‘‘No, I thought you did.” We were way on up the 
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-mountain;- and I ^ Said, ‘‘Fet’s let it ;go, and sometime when we’re 
back this way we’ll pay for it.” j 

He said, “Helkno.” He thought I. was meaning tb never pay for 
it. He said, “I- never have done it and I don’t aim to start now.” 
He said, “Find a place to turn and let’s go back and pay for it.” 
We found the man there, and he never even knew we hadn’t paid 
for it. 

ray: He was just like Mark Twain in that manner. Said, ‘‘You can 
clear me legally, but you can’t clear my conscience.” 

You were talking about him buying timber — like how fair he’d" 
be with people. [A wpman who lived in the community] had the 
finest boundary of timber in this county. And nobody could go and 
get a tree from her without her giving it away. She and her brother 
lived together, and he was retarded in some wavs. This fellow that 
she almost married one time — Dad was a good friend of his — went 
with Dad to try and buy some timber from her. So they talked a 
little while and told her that slie would be helping out in the wars 
She told him that she had a certain tract and told him to go look 
at it. So he went out and looked at it, figured out how much he 
could pay for it and how much there was. She h{id»other people 
there that wanted to buy it. 

She asked him how much he could give her, and he figured it 
up. Said he could give twenty-five hundred dollars for it. She agreed 
that she would sell' it to him. So she wrote out a little contract — 
she was a very intelligent person, and people looked on her as they 
did him; they thought they were [both] strange. 

So as soon as he made the payment for it, she began to laugh, 
and- he asked if-he jhad hurt her feelings or said something funny. 
She-said, ‘‘No, no. You know, I’m just thinking that the most anybody 
has ever offered me for that boundary of timber was a thousand 
dollars.” So that was just how honest he tried to be with people. 
henry; They would come and ask Ben for a job like, say, they wanted 
to drive a dump truck. He wouldn’t hire them [to do that] because 
he’ said they’d have to start at the bottom and work their way to 
the top just like the other men did. Ariel the bottom was the wood 
saw, and he wouldn’t ask you to do it if he thought you couldn’t 
do it. That was just the kind of man he was. 

ray: Well, he always had his men working for him .here, and as 
long as he had th^t, that was what he got a lot of enjoyment out 
of. People working and talking to him and telling jokes, and there 
was no difference in human beings to him. Everybody was the same. 
Actually, if somebody tried to frown or make fun of someone, He 
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would stand up for them, saying, ‘‘They’re playing their part in 
Nature’s plan just the same as you and me.” 

henry: I will tell you the way I see it; most likely he talked to the 
ones he enjoyed talking with in the evenings when. the men got 
off work, and he enjoyed that, I guess, ’more than anything in the 
world, and once he got onto you, you couldn’t hardly get away 
from him, you know, ’cause he was always talking to you, and he 
made sense when you vVas talking to him. 

He talked about politics, but. he didn’t take sides. He just told 
it like it was, and as long as I worked for him -he never one time 
told me how I should vote. 1 

The only problem I ever had working with him was getting away 
from him. [He liked to talk so much that] he was. hard to get rid 
of] 

I’d liked to have seen him be President for just one term. There 
„ was no man that could have solved things like he could. Fifteen 
years ago he talked about the way the government should be run, 
and every day something comes up that [makes me] remember what 
he said. Hardly a day passes that I don’t think of him [in connection 
with] something. If it hadn’t been for him, many a man in Watauga 
County would have went hungry. 

ray: He helped a lot of boys like you get you a home. 
henry: Helped me get everything I’ve got. If I’d listened to him 
then, I might be something now. And I stilfremember the last words 
he ever spoke to me. He said, “Henry, it’s a dog-eat-dog world. 
Look out for yourself.” 

clay: He helped more people in this community than any man that’s 
ever been in it or ever will be in it. I’ve heard fellows say that 
they’d come and tell Ben that they were down and out and didn’t 
have nothing to eat. And he would hire them to work when he 
didn’t need help, just to help them. I don’t see why anybody in 
the county could down] him in any way. Well, I know he’s been 
good to me. 

One of the more remarkable aspects of Ben’s personality is the amount of 
• serious reading he undertook in philosophy and science and literature, and 
the number of passages he memorized and cdfned with him like lalismen— 
lanterns to illuminate what for him was often a confusing, but always fascinat- 
ing , world. Ray talked to us at length about this aspect of his personality, 
illustrating continuously with points he remembered his father making to him 
or to others in his presence. 

\ 

\ 
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He had a photographic memory. When he read something inter- 
esting, it was committed to his mind. Professor B. B. Dougherty* 
made all the students learn a poem called Building the Bridge for Him 
by W. A. Dromgoole when they were at Appalachian Training 
School, and Dad learned it and could quote it right along. 

One day he was getting a water wheel from Professor Dougherty 
that the college had’ replaced with a bigger one. They were riding 
alorfg in an old truck and Dad mentioned this poem to Professor 
Dougherty and started quoting it to him. He grabbed Dad on the 
leg and said, “Hush! Hush!” He said the professor sat a fninute, 
and then he started quoting the poem to perfection — -just right. 

My father could quote it, but he said he could not quote it like 
Professor Dougherty. The professor said, “You kn'ow — it’s-been 
twenty years since I have thought about that poem. I’m glad you 
mentioned it.” . « • 

Dr. Dougherty w'as compared in Life to Horace Mann, the Tat her 
of our education. They called him the Horace Mann of the moun- 
tains. The training school he and his brother started became Appa- 
lachian State University. He taught over there for a long time, but 
in his later years he didn’t teach because he just ran the school: : 

I’.ve been told they tried to raise his salary one time when he was 
making ten thousand dollars a year. They wanted to give him more 
money and he sai<^ “Give it to the school. I don’t need it. I’ve 
already got all I need.” 

Ben’s older brother, John, was a teacher and encouraged him 
to reacTbooks by people like Darwin. He was about six years older 
than my father. And Dad also credited Professor B. B. Dougherty 
for helping him t|>' be able to read and understand the ^reat authors 
and thinkers. Dad found out once that a family member owed Appa- 
lachian some tuition money, and when he heard about it, he paid; 
it off. He said, “Dougherty was too good to our family to be treated 
this way.” 

Ben said the first time he ever saw Voltaire’s name in a book, it | 
glittered like gold. He said it just stood out. He said he didn’t know 
why because he had never seen or heard it before. 

He thought Einstein, Newt'on, Copernicus, and Darwin were the 
four greatest minds, that ever lived. Of the philosophers still living * 
then, he said that after Bertrand Russell, he couldn't think of a 
first-rate mind left in the world. Once he said, “Einstein Left his 
footprint on a little ball of mud.” And he thought Madame Curie 
was the most w'onderf’ul woman who ever lived. Mark Twain was 
his favorite author, and he also iTkechCiarence Darrow and Thomas 
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Wolfe and Burns and George Bernard Shaw and Jack London. 

Altogether, he had somewhere in the neighborhood of two, thou- 
sand books. He had a lot ofwhat we” called little blue books. That’s 
really where he got started in books. They cost a nickel apiece, 
yet they had all the information of a big book. A young friend of 
his up here at the Johnson School was a thinker, and he took some 
of Ben’s books about evolution home with him and his father found 
them and burned them because they were against the Bible. Of 
course, he thought that burning those books was the right thing 
to do. • f 

So this boy came back and asked Ben what he was going to do. 
Dad told him not to worry about it because they had only cost a 
nickel apiece. 

I would sav he had about fifteen hundred hardbacks, though. 
Dad constantly quoted from books he had read. 1 reme'mber one 
thing he used to quote about the mob. It goes, "I have stood upon 
a precipice and heard them cherish and praise my name. I have 
gone down into the valley and heard them heap scorn and ridicule 
upon me.” The same people will praise you, and when you get 
down, they will down you, but you are still the same person. I don’t 
krioyv where that came from, but Dad often quoted it. 

My father read the Bible a lot, but he thought that it was just 
the history of that period and that the smartest men of that era 
wrote it. Einstein- said, “You’re at full liberty to call any power you 

believe in God.” Dad believed thjs. 

Once a new preacher came into this community and everybody 
told him about Dad being closg to the Devil. The preacher was a 
rather broad-minded fellow, and he came up and looked at my father, 
and looked him over just like I would be looking at a cow or some- 
thing at the county fair. He looked all around and he said, “I don’t 
see any difference in you and anybody else 7 ;?’ He said that everybody 
had told him what an awful fellow Dad was, but he said, “YouTook 
just like anybody else' to me.” After that, they became good friends, 
and they would often discuss the Bible and other things. Pie wouldn’t 
criticize others for what they believed. He’d disagree with them, 
but he respected their rights tq their thoughts. He’d disagree with 
the ideas— not the person. <-■ 

I remember another thing Ben used to say: “There are no mys- 
terieS,^only lack of understanding.” He was fascinated by the nucleus 
of a cell, and he thought that when that was understood, we ? d have 
the mysteries of life solved. \ 1 

He had a thing with number thirteen because there were thirteen 
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children in his family, and he had made thirteen round trips across 
, the pcean, and his mill washed away on the thirteenth of the month. 

^ And so he tried to make a lot of things correspond with that. His 
baseball, uniform was number thirteen; thirteen steps to the house; 
thirteen rooms in the house; he put thirteen millstones around the <i 
house, and he put thirteen rear ends and transmissions in the saw- 
mill, etc. 

He was very shy. He often got stage fright. But now you get 
him out with an individual and he would talk day and night. But 
to get up in front of a group, I don’t guess he could have said 
anything. And he refused to talk on a telephone. 

I wasn’t interested enough to listen to him much then, but now 
I could listen to him for days. It bored me then because when he’d 
say things like, “There is no sUch thing as memory, only recogni- 
tion,” I didn’t understand him- 'I could anore understand now what 
he was talking about. But he often would say, “Nobody wants to 
talk about what I am interested in.” 

He was very interested in politics. He had a lot of admiration 
for Herbert Hoover. Thomas Jefferson and Abraham Lincoln were 
two more he liked. And he thought a loj^f Roosevelt, but he didn’t 
think much of Harry Truman. He said he was the biggest rascal 
we’ve ever had — another Machiavelli. He didn’t like his attitude to- 
ward Russia after World War II. He always said that if we had had 
someone like Roosevelt after World War II that would try to make 
peace instead of stir up trouble, we could have really had a United 
Nations. But instead, we split and then divided Berlin. He liked 
Wendell Willkie’s one-world philosophy, and he admired Henry Wal- 
lace’s socialism and thought Roosevelt’s success was in part due 
to Wallace. My father said Eisenhower always promised to straighten 
up our situation but never did. He had a lot of respect for Ike at 
first with the way he handled the McCarthy problem, but he was 
disappointed in the end', especially by the U-2 incident and our 
nation’s loss of face.. He at first was a little leery of Kennedy because 
he was a Catholic, but later he changed his mind and thought we 
lost a great man. Under a portrait of Jbhn that hung on his bedroom 
wall, he wrote, “John, by God, I hope your brother Bob wins in 
November.” 

He liked a piece Mark Twain wrote about how he once decided 
to write and use his influence to purify his party and draw all of 
the corruption out of it and make it a party he could be proud of. 
He went on to say that after about a year, he gave up, saying the 
Devil ruled all the world politically and three quarters of it spiritually. 

At Appalachian, a teacher was talking about communism, and one 
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of the kids asked the teacher what it was. He explained that it jlvas 
where everybody worked and everybody shared and everything 'be- 
longed to the people. My father said that it just seemed, to him 
that that was the ideal thing. He spoke out, in class and said, 
‘‘Wouldn’t that be better than the system we have?” Aqd all the 
kids just laughed him under. In his lifetime, J’ve heard him remark, 
“I can still remember that, but now over half the population in 
the world lives under communism, and after all, aren’t the best 
parts of our government, like our schools and roads, rather commu- 
nistic?” . 

Another thing I often heard him say was that if he was setting- 
up an ideal government and he was the ruler, he would feel like 
lif had as just and as fair a country as possible if he-could go’into 
even the most humble home ami spend”~a comfortable night and 
have a goo*d meal. “Then,” be would say, “we could boast of'being 
on the threshold of civilization.” , 

That’s not to say that he was anti-American. He was for his country 
all the way, but he wanted it to work for peace and be honorable 
and trustworthy in its dealings with other nations. Clarence Darrow’s 
writing greatly influenced his political views and ideals, and he 
quoted from Darrow more than anyone he read other than Mark 
' Twain. In a copv of Darrow for the Defense, Ben underlined the quota- 
tion, “How to cross nineteenth-century Capitalism with twentieth- 
century socialism so as to retain the best qualities of both, .kill 'off 
neither parent, and breed a healthy, happy, lusty, economic child?” 

He also had an appreciation for opera and classical music. His 
favorite piece of music was II Travatore Al Nostri Monti as sung by 
Ernestine Schumann-Heink and Caruso with orchestra, but when 
working, he usually hummed, “When You and I Were Young, Mag- 
gie.” 

One of the things especially interesting is the intensity with which Ben read. 
The books he devoured are filled with margin notes that reflect how he reacted 
to certain passages. The flyleaves are filled with his thoughts. For example, 
wri tten on the back flyleaf of Thomas Wolfe: A Biography, by Elizabeth 
Nowell (Garden City, N. Y,:- Doubleday ids Company, ic/ 6 o): 

“It takes a bit of an idiot, a bit of genius to begin some jobs. 
An idiot to start, a genius to finish it. I built my cement dam in 
1 963-64. It was almost too much for me. Delerium J sic] set in during 
the winter but let up in the spring.” 

B. O. WARD 
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PLATE 370, The back flyleaf of Thomas’ Wolfe: A Biography, filled with Ben’s, 
thoughts. \ • 


And unit ten underneath it. later: 

“But listen to me. A pijostitute psychiatrist would condemn me 
because he is an intellectual parasite and whatever you do, don’t, 
compete with the scoundrels across the. street that draw a salary 
of 3 15,000 but will t.ell lies to stop my pension. I have mfg. [sic] 

25,000,000 feet of lumber. Thev call me antisocial. It is the other 

way around. ^ . t 

“During the month of June 1967, one night while I could not 
\ sleep, I tried to figure out the above but almost gave up as I could 

) hardly make heads or tails of it. Hieroglyphics is the description 

of my writing. I can’t read it sometimes myself. But I am proud 

that I can understand and appreciate Tom Wolfe’s writings. He 

tells, in a way, my life and suffering for n^e.” 

. b. o. WARD, 

• s • *• 5 ‘ 1968 

.3 

, r 

On page 155 of the same book, beflde'a quotation that reads in- part* 
• ■ the story of the sensitive young man in. conflict with his environment, 
driven out at last, forced to flee and escqpe from his own town-. . . , Ward 
* wrote: f I have been in conflict wifh my neighbors about religion 
/ and politics as far back as 1 can remember.” 
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In Clarence Darrow for the Defense, by Irving Stone ( Garden City, 


a flyleaf, Ben Ward wrote, “p. 
more and more come to the firm 


N.Y.: Doubleday if Company, 1941,), on 
486 I agree.” Page '>4 86 reads, "I \ have 
conviction that each life is simply a 'fliortflndividual expression and that it 
soon sinks back into the great res ervoir of force, where memory and the individual 
consciousness are at an end,. I am not. troubled by hopes and still less by 
fears. y __ > 


In other books other passages appear: 


Jl 


How can judges and jurors pass sentences on/ their fellow men 
when in most 'cases they have done the same offense that they are 
passing out punishment? I as a boy stole apples from two neighbors’ 
orchards. Later I bought the orchards and was advised that' thieves 
were carrying off my apples by sack loads. I started on my way to 
commit harm, -but after about ten steps, I recalled my stealing apples 
from under the same trees. I stopped in my tracks.”” 

B. O. WARD, 

- ’• , l 947 
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PLATK 371 One of the granite slabs IJen had engraved and set into the stone 
wall in front of his house. % - & 
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“We never die — -just change from once a guest, then a dish. All 
the universe is alive, some things are cold, some things are hot, 
and sometimes between, but always in motion and in many directions 
at the same time. Time is the only thing that is stationery [’sic] and 
fixed.” , i 

“To try and raise the moral and intellectual standards of a neigh- 
borhood you live in is a gigantic task that will try your mind.” 

, , B. O. WARD, 

' . ; - ; 196 f, 

“We know our fives better than we know others’, so we set out 
to find others that have done worse than we have, and it makes 
us madder than hell because we can’t. Scandal-seeking is our greatest 
pasttime [sic], so learn to bear with us. For every sweet there is a 
bitter, so, I have been told. 

“Life, vyithTf^ups and downs, is a most wonderful experience.” 

1 ■■ ■ 

^ B. O. WARD, 

, , v 1970 

Ben was so impressed with some of the literature l he read that he had it. 
printed to give to others who were visiting with hifi. The following pages 
include some of these selections, the first two pages ' 'being a document/that 
Ben called, “My Letter." 
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-A>^ Letter 


i ^¥^^\VARD 

■•v 


Dr 0 Frued says that Dementiy is* not a disease that de- 
stroys the intellectual capacities biit'^o a massive blocking of 
the feeling process* Jung on the otfjer hand merely repeated 
his opinion that the diseas e^v^an organic condition of the brain 
produced, by a hypothetical psycho toxin* I claim they are both 
right* The massive blocking -causes the patient great suffering 
which causes him to have evil thoughts against his enemies* 
Then psycho toxins flood the blood stream which in turn inter- 
feres with the proper actions of the many glands* Then poor 
^digestion results and 1 auto -into >ication followed by delerium, 
tj ;I once thought of a fool remark I made months earlier 
and struck my-jaw a blow that later abscessed, layed me up in 
^Banner Elk Hospital for three weeks, - . f 

* Not more than six months agoT was having, trouble getting 
to sleep*'In an imaginary fight I let go a haymaker and hit my . 
right leg a fierce blow- that caused me much pain* Sd a dog caught 
in a steel trap will bite everything in its reach; evenTts be- 
V lovgd master, A snake with a broken back will fight everythiffe 
in its reach, $ven its own body. Schopefihaur says the bull dog 
ant of Australia, if cut in two, the head will seize the tail and 
' the tail will slfr^ the head, fight until dead or carried into the 
den by £ther iiints* You can repeat this experiment as many 
times, as- you .like with the same results every time. They are 
in great pain and 4heir instinct tells the^m to figh^ 

As an automorphism, the judgment of others by analogy 
-from the knowledge of ones self, words realize nothing, vivify 
‘nothing to you unless you have suffered in your own person the 
thing which the words try to describe^— Mark Twain, 

, • • Sometimes in my great suffering, my head feels like It is 
in the universe and my brain is tiie earth and dark hot vapers 
are-^oming up through the pores and whisking over the surface 
to eternity. These attacks last for hours* Sometimes the surface 
i^eems to be an eternal splashing sea. This must be as near 
Christian hell as one can get in life. No wonder some patients 
scream to the top of their voices. An old lady in the Smoky 
Mountains told me *that she felt like running up and down the 
road hollering and screaming 6o the top of her voice* I told her . 
I felt the same but we have to fight that thing. Soon afterTftat 
she was confined^. an asylum, r was admitted to Perfy Point 
Veterans JtospitaP in 1930, A doctor told me that if I did not 
hold my head ug and fight I was a goner. I told him I wanted 
.all the help rJ&uld get* The morning my wife lay a corpse 
the rising sun looked like a boiling mass of blood* Nothing could 
be worse. That was August 26th, 1930, 

Bodily suffering, dangers from the outer world arid dis- 
turbances in our relations with our fellowman perhaps the 
most painful of them all* “Life can "be so delightful.* 1 But the 
ntoods could change* On the 12 of . March lg85 we read ‘T 
never felt so fresh in my life,’ 1 and on the 21, “I can't stand 
it much longer," I remember thinking he was taking the matter 
rather personally. Suddenly, to our cons ernation, he fell on the 
floor in a dead faint. When he revived his first words were 
“how sweet it must be to die,’* — Dr, Freud, 

> He needed a . loved friend and a hated , enemy* As an auto- 
morphism and his self analysis he knew more about thesuf- 
fering of mankind than any man that ever lived* He said all 
neurotics were in a certain sense malingers but only uncon- 
sciously so. So is a crying baby and a squealing pig* They want 
help and attention, • y- : • 

Under compulsion. !^ peak and act 
By compunction l am tortured to detraction 
Then a compurgator 1 seek 
■ Wishing to get compurgation 
J} But I only get more fear and self condemnation* 

• f - 


\Qscar Levant, bejing advised by someone that he needed to 
exercise, said it is hhrd to exercise without an objective* How 
true* Your trouble is in your head, Oscar. What a place for it 
to be I \ * V 

A neurotic when in a disturbed state will act in a >vay that 
offends his ctmipamorfeg and makes enemies. Something, he can 
ill afford. If they could;, only know the awful suffering itha$ he 
was going through fhey^would be more forgiving, Charles 
Darwin was a neuroasthemic and was accused of being a shamer. 
He was one of the fpur ^world’s greatest men* Copernfcugi, 
1 p other three* 

1 feel mean and act badly and his 
mercy* 


Newton and Einstein wp*e 
In great pain ope ^ 
conscience will condemn 
Few love to hear tn< 

I am afraid to tmr 
„ dare not*— Shakespeag 
You people want 
being, tna- 
being, and beside if 
done, you wopld 
Fla,, 192 4 A£j3$ciat< 
Tachylogia pi 
and causes me tc 
unpl easant felling 
4:- . *4 ©don’t 
wTong^ a person 1 



to act* 

done. Look on it again, I 
While I am just a human 


ow some of the things 1 have 
lis room. In a speech at Miami, 

, B. Shaw* 

£c ! ed by scopophopia causes me discomfort 
jfer with depression* Unreality is a very 
i it crowds, — 0. W, 
ke no difference whether you do right or 
ain't got no sense, and just goes 
for hfm anyway* If 1 1 had a yaller dog that didn't know more than 
a person's conscience hoes I would poison him. It takes up more 
rcpm ..than all the rest of a person's insides and yet ain't no 
gixkl, nohoWa-^-Hucklebrnry Fin. ^ 

I have never murdered anybody, but have read obituaries 
with pleasure, — Harrow* 

God is life, — Leo Tolstoy 

At the banquet of life each is in turn a guest and a dish*— 
Henry Fabre.' I 

Everyone tells me [that I look "quite blooming and beautiful 
and mgst, think I am spamming* But you have never been one of 
those and must-be fe'ijn ember ed* jVt.this time he was miserably 
ill, far worse than later years* In a letter- to Sir Jpseph Hooker, 
June 13, 1849, He studied earthworms while bedridden* - 

If one does not want to commit suicide always have some- 
thing to do. — Voltaire 

..-.He must have thought about it often.- He wrote more than 
eighty books* If he could bear his great suffering and do great 
0 and useful *wo.rk why can't I? The most effective remedy against 
suicide. If he* could, so can I until death releases me from my 
miserable life* — B* O, Ward* 

The most humane! treatment I ever received was at Perry 
Point Veterans Hospital at Perry Point, Md* by the famous 
staff of doctors headed by Dr* Frank Leslie, Dr. Bradford 
and Dr* Robbins and all the personnel. But I did not get any en- 
couragement at the three other hospitals I was in* They were 
malingering hounds. Their noses could not smell any other 
game* I have created jtwo million dollars of wealth, crossed the 
Atlantic Ocean 26 timejs on U, S.S* Powhatan with three thousand 
v troops, built three b^nd sawmills, manufactured twenty five 
million feet of lumber^, built up three run down igtrins, planted 
100,000 young trees, | built a ball diamond and a cement dam 
across Watauga River, took 28 insulin shocks and 22 electric 
shocks, «yet my enemies, including doctors, condemn me. But 
I don't mind* When Charles Darwin had to face these jealous 
Critics, y i know what his suffering was like (automorphism) but 
p^ls^one of the world’s four greats. I feel better to know -that 
• ,,->siBferin^ is a part pf the game of life and must f^ght these 
things* [ 
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From the sun, soil', sea and atmosphere (Eros) 

By birth, growth, death and decay (Thames) 

Our four cycles of eternal recurrence here 
To eat, sleep, work and play. 

8* O 0 Ward, 1970 

’'The proof of how much more the world contains of pain 
than of pleasure" is J.n the spectacle of two beasts, one of whom 
is eating the other,' ’ someone has said*— Marilyn 

Love is perhaps no, more than gratitude for pleasure* 

I have got world game, a ranch with cattle on it, a wife and 
kiddies and purple grapes growing over my door, yet I am hot 
happy — Jack London* \ 

In a nervous breakdown one does not come to grip feelings. 
One just lets go everything* — Virginia WoIfe 0 

Inasmuch as most good things are produced by labor, it 
follows that all such things of right belong to those whose labor 
has produced them. But it has so happened, in all ages of the 
world, that some have labored, and others have without labor 
enjoyed a large proportion of tl>e fruits, This is wrong and should 
rot continue,, To secure to each laborer the whole product,^ Ms 
labor as nearly as possible, is a worthy subject of any’ good 
government*’ 1 

A* Lincoln - 

“Now, make believe you are in debt, and eaten up by re- 
lend ess creditors ;?you are out of-worit— pwhich is horse-shoeing,^ 
let us say — and can get none; and your wife is sick, your children 
are crying because they are hungry — ” 

Words realize nothing, vivify nothing to you, unless you have 
suffered in your own person the thing which the words try to 
describe. There are wise people who talk ever so knowingly’ and 
complacently about “the working classes'*, and satisfy themselves 
that a days hard intellectual work is very much larder than a 
day's hard manual toil, and is righeously entitled to much bigger 
pay. Why, they really think that, you know, because theyTmowi^l 
about the one, but haven't tried the other. But I know all about 
both; and so far as I am concerned, there isn't enough money in* 
the universe to hire me to swing a pickax thirty day’s, biifcf will 
do the hardest kind of intellectual work for just as neat nothing 
as you can cipher it down— and I will be satisfied, too, v 

Intellectual “work” is misnamed; it is a pleasure, a dis- 
sipation, and is its own highest reward* The poorest paid archi- 
tect, engineer, general, author, sculptor, painter, lecturer, advo- 
cate legislator, actor, preacher, singer is constructively in 
heaven when he is at work; and as for the musician with the 
fiddlebow in his hand who sits in the midst of a great orchestra 
with the ebbing and flowing tides of divine sound washing over 
Mm — why', eertatnly»“he is at work, if you wish to call it that, 
but lordj- it’s a sarcasm just the same* The law of work does seem 
utterly unfair— but there it is, and nothing can change it; the- 
higher the pay in enjoyment the worker gets out of it, the higher 
shall be his pay in cash, also* Andit's also the very law of those 
transparent swindles, transmissible nobility' and kingship, 

. Mark Twain 

1 What is it that makes ttfe poor man think it is quite natural 
that there are fires in my palace while he is dying of cold? That 
1 have 10 coats in my wardrobe while he goes naked? That at 
each of my meals erough is served to feed his family for a week? 

It is simply* religion, which tells him that in another life 1 shall 
be only his equal, and that he has actually more chance of being 
happy there than I.- Yes, we must see to it that the floors of the 
chucch^s are open to all, and that it does not cost the poor man 

much to have prayers said on his tomb*”.,;, 

" " Napoleon Bonaparte 


“The present position which we, the educated and well-to-do 
classes occupy is like 1 * that of the Old Man of the Sea, riding on 
the poor man’s back; only, unlike the Old Man of the Sea, we are 
very sorry for the poor man * * * we will do almost anything for 
the poor man, anything but get o££«his neck*” 

Loo Tolstoy \ 

“The inherent vice of capitalism is the unequal sharing of 
blessings; The inherent value of socialism is the equal sharing of 
blessings, £ \ 

Winston Churchill, 1945 
National Observer 

“Everyone without any discrimination has the right to equal 
pay for equal work** 4 , " „ 

United Nations 
Article 23 


HOW TO KEEP SICK 

I recently read an Interesting little pamphlet on how to get 
sick, tow to keep sick, and tow to make others sick* 

This is welcome information and fills a long felt want* 
Among the other suggestions, I rote that the leading one is 
; “Think Sickness*” That is, if you want to have any particular 
disease, concentrate your mind upon it* There are times when 
a disease is very handy* When you wantto dominate your husband 
it is often very effective to use the tyranny of tears. If you have 
worked up a lather of self-pity' and want your wife's sympathy, it 
will be much easier to get it if you can come tome, fall limp 
Into a chair and roll your eyes. 

Hence, if you wish to have a bad spell, say to yourself, “Day 
by day in every way lam feeling worse and worse,” 

Another valuable piece of advice is— Talk sickness* 

It is well known that our words affect our opinions by a sort 
of reaction. Therefore, make it a poiit to talk about every sort 
of pain, itch, megrim or gripe that you may have or have had or 
expect to have. 

Talking sickness is easy and pleasant* It gets you sympathy 
and attention* It is the shortest road to being conspicuous. 
Other <pertinerft hints are? , 

No_ work of any kiwi* Work greatly interferes with the progress 
of disease and sometimes even stops it. People who work right 
along do not seem to find tirpe to't^Mck* 

Eat as much as posstme* Always le >*at a little more than you 
want. Particularly eat plenty of pastry^This food produces 
unhealthy fat and is full of various poisons which will be of great 
value in promoting your ailments* 

Always drink ice water after meals so as to chill your stomach 
and prevent digestion* 

When traveling, drink strange waters freely. This gives you a 
fine chance to get typhoid. 

Don’t* chew your food. Bolt it. Wash it down with plenty of 
liquids* This saves time and is a good health preventive. 

Don't think about what you eat; Eat what you like. Comfort 
yourself with the saying that what is one man’s food is another 
man’s poison and that nobody knows anything about diet anyway* 
Scorn all information regarding^calories, vitamins and such non- 
sense. _ . 

Eat plenty of candy and drink quantities of soda water and 
ginger ale and the like. This will help you get rid of your teeth 
and also assist in securing diabetes. 

Never visit a physician when you are well in order to find out 
how to keep from, being sick, wait till you are very ill and then 
call him in. • 

Worry as much as possible, read plenty of gloom literature 
and ; don £ forget that everybody who is cheerful is a hypocrite. 
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^ L f'lC/ 7 y ( 

I * A£- * »«LE 

I i ,/^-^E }(;0DU S^^Q;13 Th q u shalt no t kijk^ ^ 

_ -~ DSUTHRONOM^r 32: 2 A bastard shall not enter into the 

’“t congregation of the LORD; even to his tenth generation shall 
I he not enter into the congregation of the LORD. 

- I SAMUEL 15:3 Now go and smite, Amaiek, and utterly 
/ destroy all that they have, and spare them not; but slay both 
I man and woman, infant and suckling, ox and sheep, camel 
- and ass. 

j EXODUS 2:12 And he looked this way and that way, and 
/ when he saw that there was no man, he slew the Egyptian, and 
/ hid him in the sand. 

EXODUS 4:24 And it came to pas® by the way in the 
/ inn, that the LORD met him, and sought to kill him. .-* 

/ NUMBERS 31:16-17 Behold, these caused the children of 
I Israel, through the counsel of Balaam, to commit trespass 
j against the LORD in the matter of Peor, and there was a 
plague among the congregation of the LORD. 

> Now therefore kill every male among the little ones, and 
'kill every woman that hath known man by lying with him. 

! tr^ MATTHEW 18:21.22^Then came Peter to him, and said, 

! Lord, how oft shall my brother sin against me, and 1 Jorgivc 

i hunt/ till seven times? 

Jesus saith unto him, I say, not unto thee, Until seven 
i times: but, Until seventy times seven! ■- 

^ MATTHEW 10:34-35-36 Think not that I am come to sendV 

i pcace^ on earth: I ‘came not to send peace, but a sword. j 

\ For I am-eomeHo set a man at variance against his father. / 

and the dauber against her mother, and the daughter in law t 
' against her member in law. ^ 

And a man’s foes shall be they of his own household. I 

j , MATTHEW #Mr- /JH(.a_kX -J'Mif v" ) 

L — LUKE 19:27 But those mine enemies, which would not / 
r that I should reign over them, bring hither, and slay them \ 
• . before me. T” & / - 


i^\ before me 

i / LUKE 12:5 But I will forewarn whom ye shall fear: 
I F ear 'him, which after he hath killed hath power to cast you 

/ into '"hell; I say unto you, Fear him. 

REVELATION 2:23 And 1 Will ' kill her children with 
death; and all the churches shall know that I am he which 
searcheth the reins and hearts; and I will give unto every one 
of you according to your works. 


MAN -AND 1HS CODS W a. 

- Page 286 - ; tv «Sc 

The accused was usually first tested in the ordeal by burn 
water, which consisted of throwing her into a river or moat; 
innocence was proved by sinking, guilt by swimming, the 
principle being that the water refused to receive those who page 
had shaken off the baptismal water through a renunciation of 
their faith. Even when the ordeaL by water immediately re* wroti 
vealed that the accused was guilty, it was imperative to obtain , 

a full confession, to which end a variety of very ingenious • 

devices were afterward applied. There were heavy pincers globe 
to tear out the fingernails, or to be used red-hot for pinching; , °£ e j? 

there was the rack, a long table on which the accused was shall 

tied by her hands and feet, back down, and stretched by rope wave 

and windless until the joints were dislocated; to this* were 0l w 
added rollers covered with knobs or sharp spikes, which were ' 

placed under the hips and shoulders, and over which the vie- their 

tim was rolled back and forth; there .were the thumbscrew, a **° 

and_.insiruments designed for disarticulating the fingers, Span- and 

ish boots to crush the legs and feet, metal shirts lined with m ? st 

knives, the Iron Virgin, a hollow instrument the size and 
figure of a woman, with knives so arranged inside that when raidl | 

the two halves of the figure were closed under pressure the end ; 

accused would be lacerated in its deadly embrace. This and < 

other devices were inscribed with the motto Soli Deo Gloria. as sc 

‘Glory be only to God.’ In addition there were a variety of not c 

branding irons, horsewhips, pins, to be thrust beneath the apd 3 

nails, and various devices for suspending the accused in space, fierc 

head up or head down, with -weights attached. These instru- Ay s 

meets were sprayed with holy water, to fortify them against raim 

the devil, and to t weaken . her power of silence the suspected Angr 

witch was forced to drink kn infusion prepared from objects * 

Qicv-i h^r fa: W$-tr 

J. ~~7/ ^ } / s'l-u Cr ~*~~C ~'r. 


in the ordeal t 


-Tt-y 7 ^ ^ J <^ r ~ 

Uiat had been blessed. Official records reveal that suspects 
were put to eighteen successive tortures in one day, and a 
witch namd Holf was ‘continued’ fifty-six times. Then the 
torturer and his assistant grew tired, the hands and feet of 
the accused were tied, the hair was cut off and brandy poured 
oyer the head and ignited, or sulphur was burned in the arm 
pits o© on the breast. At night the victim was chained 
closely to the floor or wall where she was a helpless prev to 
the rats and vermin which populated the bloody torturer 

chambers. „ ■ , m ? / * f 

Page 294 

In 1647 the mania spread to New England and culminated 
in the Salem witch trials of 1692. Before it had spent itself 
hundreds of persons had been arrested and nineteen had 
been hanged, eight in one day. The Salem epidemic is notable 
chiefly because the shamed reaction that followed it broke 
the power of Cotton Mather and ended theocracy in the ' 
Colonies. During the Salerry trials a dog was. .put. to death at 
Andover for bewitching several people, which balanced ac- 
counts between the Eastern and Wgs^n^.Hemisfpheres; in 
the year 1474 a diabolical rooster, “Tor the heinous and un- 
natural crime of laying an egg, had been solemnly tried, 
condemned and publicly burned at the s?ke bv the church au- 
thorities of Basle. ^ 

FUNK AND WAGNALLS NEW STANDARD ENCYCLOPEDIA. 

Page 114 xxiv - 

—■) TYNDALE, WILLIAM (1490-1536), English translator of 
the Bible, bom in Glotnrestrer shire. At Cambridge he came 
under the influence of Erasmus. In 1525 at Cologne, he began 
the printing of his, English version of the New Testament 
which was completeH^at Worms. His translation was vigorously 
combated by ecclesiastical authorities in England. 

Tyndale's combined translations were published as IVIat- . 
thew’s Bible. He was taken into custody at Antwerp, and, 
after fifteen months' imprisonment, was tried in 1536, and 
on October 6 was burned at the stake. 

Page 383 XXV 

^ WYCLIF, JOHN (c. 1320-84) The influence of his teach- 
ings was widespread, and in England made him the champion 
of "national rights as against foreign aggression,’' the bulls 
issued against him by Pope Gregory XI in 1377 were not 
enforced. Tho the attitude of the government changed with 
the shifting of parties consequent upon the death of Edward 
III and the accession of Richard II, Wyclif continued to enjoy 
the protection that had carried him so far. Thirty years after 
Wyclif’s death forty-five arncles extracted from his writings 
were condemned as heretical by the Council of Constance, * 
which ordered the bones of the heretic to be dug up and 
burned, a sentence executed thirteen years later. 


IF I WERE GOD By Drj William J. Robinson 

Page 1^78 

Jonathan Edwards (1629-1712), a gentle Christian soul, 
wrote as follows: 

“The world will be converted into a great lake or liquid 
globe of fire, a vast ocean of fire, in which the wicked shall be 
overwhelmed, which will always be in tempest, in which they 
shah be. tossed to and fro, having no rest day or night, vast 
waves or billows of fire continually rolling over their heads, 
of which they shall for ever be full of a quick sense within 
and without; their heads, their eyes, their tongues, their hands, 
their feet, their loins, and fheir vitals shall forever be full of 
a flowing, melting fire, fierce enough to melt the very rocks 
and elements; and, also, they .shall eternally be full of the 
most quick and lively sense to feel the torments: not for one 
minute, nor for a hundred ages, nor for ten thousands of 
millions of ages, one after another, but<dor ever, without any 
end at ‘all, and never, never be delivered.” 

God holds sinners in his hands over the mouth of hbll 
as so many spiders; and he is dreadfully provoked, and he 
not only hates them, but holds them in the utmost contempt, 
and he will trampel them beneath his feet with inexpressible 
fierceness, he will crush their blood out, and will make it 
fly so that it will sprinkle his garments and stain all his 
raiments— Jonathan Edwards (Sinners in the Hands of an 
Angry God.). * * 

* Beautiful, loving sentiments! 
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Petranius 




The Satyricon 


Nor less in Mar’s Field Corruption swayed, 

Where every vote was prostitute to gain; 

The People and the Senate both were sold. 

E’en Age -(itself was deaf to Virtue's voice. 

And all its court to sordid interest paid, 

Bbneath whose feet lay trampled Majesty. tyrryvl 

E’en Catd’s self was by the crowd exiled. ^1 

Whilst he who won suffused with blushes stood, ^ 
Ashamed to snatch the power from worthier hands. 

Oh! Shame to Rome and to the Roman name! 

Twas not one man alone whom they exiled. 

But banished Virtue, Fame and Freedom too, 

, Thus wretched Rome, her own destruction bought, 

Herself the merchant, and herself the ware. 

Besides, i n debt\was the whol e Emp ire bound, ^ 

A pre y to Usury’s insatiate jaw s ; f 1 ) .•' v ' 

Not one could call his house, or se lf, his ogm; 

But debts on^eBts like silent fevere wrought, 

Till through the members they the vitals seized. 

Fierce tumults now they to their succour call. 

And War must heal the wounds of Luxury; 

For Want may safely dare without a fear. 

And sunt in hopeless misery, what could awake 
Licentious Rome from her voluptuous trance, 

But fire, and swords, and ail the din of arms? 

Three mighty chiefs kind Fortune had supplied, 

Whom cruel Fate in various manners slew. 

The Parthian fields were drunk with Crassus gore; 

Great Ponipey perished on the Libyan main; 

And thankless Rome saw greater Julius bleed. ^ /7"-/C 
Thus as one soil too narrow were to hold * , 


Their, rival dust, their ashes shared the World. 

But their immortal glory never dies. 

’Twixt Naples and Dicharchian fields extends 
A horrid Gulf immensely deep and wide, 

Through which Cocytus rolls l\is lazy streams, 

LAnd poisons all the air with sulphurous fqgs. (2) 

No Autumn here e’er clothes himself with green. 
Nor joyful Spring the languid herbage cheers; 

Nor feathered warblers chant their mirthjful strains 
In vernal comfort to the rustling boughs.; 

But Chaos reigns, and ragged rocks abound 
With naught but baleful cypress are adorned. 

Amidst these horrors Pluto raised his head, 

With mingled flames and ashes sprinkiejd o’er, 

’ Stopped Fortune in her flight, and thus addressed: - 
Oh! thou whose sceptre Heaven and Earth controls! 
Who had’st the power which too securely stands, 

And only heap’st thy favours to resume; 

Dost thou not sink beneath Rome’s ponderous weight, 
Unable to sustain her tottering pride? • 

E'en Rome herself beneath her burdens' ^roalis, 

And ill sustains Monopoly of Power. 

For see elate in Luxury of Spoils, i 
Her golden domes invade the frighted skies! 

Sea's turned to land, and- land is turned to sea, 

And injured Nature mourns her slighted Laws. 

E’en me they threaten, and beseige my Throne; 

The Earth is ransacked for her treasured stores, 

And in the solid hills such caverns mqde, (3) 

That murmuring ghosts begin to hopej for day. 


(1) U. S. Debt $2,000,000,000,000. 

(2) Fallout. 

(3) Fallout Shelters. 
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“I DID THE BEST I COULD” 359 

On a summer day in 1970, Ray found his father lyings across the 
front seat of his car in the garage of his home. He was "dead of 
carbon-monoxide poisoning. He had connected a hose from his ex- 
haust pipe to the front window of his car. Ray said later he looked 
like a child who had simply gone to sleep. ,, - 

Ben left a suicide notedn his mailbox for his son that read: 

'■ . T) 

Ray. , ,\ . .. 

Have my body cremated and spread my ashes over the ball x 

field. It is nonsense to suffer this awful pain longer. Take my 

body from here direct to the crematory. 

i. b. o. ward 

At the bottom of the note, he left Ray a set of directions for 
the mounting of the granite plaques and millstones in the walls in 
front of his house. Under the directions, he wrote, ‘‘The way the 
house will look when finished.” 

On one of our visits, Ray talked openly about his father’s action: 

‘‘He had bad nerves that were probably inherited and. then aggra- 
vated by his military service. His diagnosis was dementia praecox. 
A professor at Appalachian State had died the same way a year or 
So before. Ben was looking at a local paper called the Democrat , 
and he read about it and commented to my wife, ‘What .an easy 
way to go.’ He was going ori ■seventy-five, and his physical health 
had given completely away. He had said that after his 1930 break- 
down, for a long time there it was a lot harder to keep from commit- 
ting suicide than it was to do it. And I can remember him looking 
at my children, his grandchildren, and saying, ‘Lilly and I are not 
dead. See? We’re living again.’ ” 

A note Ray found later on a scrap of paper in his father’s things 
read, ‘‘After your health breaks -down, you look up. into the sky 
and wonder how in the hell you can stand it until you can die.” 

•. B. O. WARD, 

1970 

/A*' * . 

%• r 7 

At the memorial service held at Ben’s baseball field,, Alfred Adams, 
a local banker, gave a summary of Ben’s accomplishments; Dexter 
Rominger, the same man who helped build the ball field, scattered 
Ben’s ashes around home plate, and Ben’s brother-in-law, Floyd 
Millsaps, read, ‘-Building the Bridge for Him.” In addition, Ben’s 
brother, John, read a passage selected by Ray. The passage was 
first read £>y Robert C. Ingersoll at the funeral of his brother, Ebon 
C. Jngersoll, on May 31, 1879. It reads: ■ , 
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. ... This brave and; tender man in every storm of life was oak 
and rock; but in the sunshinehe was vine and flower. He was the 
friend of all heroic souls. He climbed the heights, and left all supersti- 
tions far below, while on his forehead fell the golden, dawning of 
the grander day. -•**> 

" “He loved the beautiful, sind was with color, form; and music 
^touched to tears. He sided with the weak, the poor, and wronged, 
and lovingly gave alma. With loyal heart and with- the purest hands,,- 
he faithfully discharged all public trusts. . . . He believed that happi- 
ness is the only good, reason the poly torch, justice the only worship, 
humanity the only, religion, and love the only priest. He added to 
the sum of human joy; and were everyone to whom he did some 
loving service tb bring a blossdm to his grave, he would sleep tonight 
beneath a wilderness of flowers. 



eternities. We strive in vain to look beyond the .heights. We cry 
aloud; and the only answer! is the echo of our wailing cry. From 
the voiceless lips of the unreplying dead, there come no word; but 
in the night bf death hope sees a star and listening love can hear 
the rustle of a wing. y v 

“He who steeps here, when dying, mistaking the approach of death 
for the return of health, whispered with his latest breath, ‘I am 
better now.’ Let us believe, in spite of doubts and dogmas, of fears 
and tears, that these dear words are true of all the countless dead. 

“The record of a generous life runs like a vine around the memory 
of bur dead, and|ft|ery: sweet, unselfish act is now a perfumed flower. 

“And now, tcryf>u,who have been chosen, from, among the many 
men he loved, to do the last sad office for the dead, we give you 

his sacred dust. ' •...•• . .. y -. ,/ ■'■■■, \ 

“Speech cannot contain our love. There was, there is, nd gentler, 
stronger, manlier man.’’ ' 

As a memorial to his father; Ray planted thirteen white pines 
around the periphery of the bail field, 'planted twenty-six white 
pines— -one for each of Ben’s trips across the ocean — along the road 
leading to the ball field, and he wrote the following to be engraved 
on a metal plate and set in a stone in center field: 


PLATE 376 A stone, once 
intended to be cut out for a 
millstone, set up as a memo- 
rial to Ben. - 


A - . } 

tJhe ben g. ward ball diamond 

built: 1947 to 1950 by Ben. “I never claimed to be a good 
pliyer, but I loved to try.” He said, “If they don’t play ball in 
heaven, I'll put in for a transfer.” 

t most fun: 1932 as a regular on- the “Old Stag” team. “We 
never won a single game.” 

best record: 13-0 as the pitchpr for his team, the Avery-Wa- 

tauga League Champs, in 1956. 

1 } '■ 

most memorable game: On July 20, 1969 (the same day man 

* first walked on the moon), at age seventy-three. Ben pitched 

seven full innings for a 5-4 win overRich Mountain/ 

A disabled World War I veteran, his life was a living symbol of 
victory over dementia. He built' a cement dam across the Watauga 
River, designed and built three water-powered bandmills, invented 
and held patents on machinery still used in* the bandm'ill business, 
manufactured twenty-five million board feet of lumber, and planted 
over a hundred thousand trees to replace what he had used. . 

He studied the Bible in depth, and absorbed the works of manyc 
of our greatest thinkers. By the end of his life, he had found his 
touchstones: Voltaire, Darwin, Ingersoll, Burns, Darrow, Freud, Fa- 
bre. Swift, London, Russell, Shaw, Tolstoy, and Thomas Jefferson. 

Mark Twain was his literary idol, and he met Tom Wolfe. 

He said, “I have been in conflict with my neighbors on politics 
and religion for as far back as I can remember.” 

Of the following, he was in agreement: 

“The inherent vice of capitalism is the unequal sharing of bless- 
ings; the inherent value of socialism is the equal sharing of bless- 

m S s ” , . ' A 

WINSTON CHURCHILL 
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“I cannot conceive of a God who rewards and punishes his crea- 
tures, or has a will of the kind we experience in ourselves. The 
presence of a superior reasoning power w r hich is revealed in the 
incomprehensible universe forms my idea of God.” 

\ ALBERT EINSTEIN 

\ * 

He believed that Nature had never made a mistake, and he often 

said, “Only change is permanent. The Universe that embraces life 

and death is the God I adore.” 

Ben died as he live$— a realist. On June 19, 1970, his ashes were. 
>" scattered on this? his ball field. 


In the following section, we have done our best to unravel the 
mysteries of Ben’s sawmill and, in the process, give you some feeling 
for his inventiveness. Though it would take a professional engineer 
to explain exactly what happens in the inner workings of the mill 
in terms of gear ratios and force developed by the bewildering maze 
of recycled auto and truck transmissio.ns and real ends and brake 
drums, w r e have, at least, after four visits, been able to pin down 
the placement of all the parts and- — though we still don t krtow \yhy 
what each. does. 

— i^oriurowin g~at frtTew ? lTys _ s t i 1 1 fruwaresrn sand increases ourdercr— 
.mi-nation to keep plugging away until we have the answers, but for 
the time being, we roust be content with lotting an air of mystery 
envelop the mill and increase our amazement at w'hat Ben wrought 
with his ninth-grade e duca tion — a sense of myst e ry enhanced by 
the sensation that sweeps over one when Ray turns that truck steei ing 
wheel to open the water gates,. and a previously silent building comes 
to life as every machine begins to whir and spin and the lights flicker 
on and the floor trembles. 

The two patents in this article were obtained through the help 
of Charles McMullen in the U. S. Patent Office. Ray had told us 
some time ago that Ben had taken out several patents but he had 
no copies of them that he could put his hands on. On a trip to 
Washington w ? here Wfig had business with the National Endowment 
for the Humanities, student editors Stanley Masters and Boyd Queen 
went to the Patent Office in Crystal City, where Mr. McMullen met 
them and showed them how to locate the information they needed. 
When Wfig was finished with his meeting, he went straight to the^ 
airport. At the prearranged tirnte', Stanley and Boyd came running 
into the airport lobby grinning and waving copies_oj_the patents^ 
in the air. We_bave. included tKem in Hus' section Tor your interest. 
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PLATE 377 The barn, still in use today. 


Ben’s inventiveness apparently found its way into any job he un- 
dertook. Bothered by a huge 50-foot-high rock outcropping right 
in the middle of his finest field, he solved the problem not by remov- 
ing the outcropping but by building his barn around it. The barn, 
which is shown in Plate 377, is 140 feet long, 80 feet wide, and 
60 feet high. Against the rock outcropping, Ben huilt two silos of 
poured concrete 16 feet square and 30, feet high. Plate 377 shows 
the sliding double doors through which they are loaded: The trucks 
or wagons back into the top of the barn from the back side and 
dump their loads directly into the silos, the open tops oTyhich 
are nearly flush with the upper story’s flpor. 


Putting this section together has been a memorable experience 
for all of us. We hope we have been able to capture enough of 
the story so that you will be as amazed as we have been at the 
accomplishments of a man of who m we stand in awe. 
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PLATE 378 Floor plan of machine shop and mill complex: (A) Shaper.. (B) Key 
cutter (C) Lathe. (D) Drill press. (E) Milling machine. (F) Work bench. (G) Drill 
press.' (H) Power hacksaw. (I) Welder. (J) Hydraulic press for- cutting outlaw 
teeth. (K) Generator for electricity. (L) Shaft j^ha^ powers man^ 

and floated down to log buggy (further explained in later diagrams). (QJ Fence 
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separating log pond from river (R). (S) Log pond chute for draining and cleaning 
mud and trash out of log pond. (T) Gate used to open log pond chute* (U) Trasn 
gates for; keeping debris out of Waterhouse and turbine wheels. (V) Opening in 
dam (WJ to let excess water out. (Wl) Slanted portion of dam’s outside wall. (X) 
YV h eel s connected bv shafts to turb ine .. ivheeEfu tn_^wat-er hottse~(-5ee-pho tcrgnrpirs 
and diagrams on following^pages). , , J ' . 
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PLATE 383 The sawmill building as s'eTn looking upriver from the lawn of Ben ^ 
house. 
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PLATE 384 1 he end of the sawmin'butWing^STieen'itom-ijpTwer looking down 

the length of the log pond (P in Plate 378). The square hole in the end of the* 
wooden building is f6r leading scrap wood from the mill into trucks. People from 
the community would use it for stove wood. 
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PLATE 385 (A) Wheel that powers main line shaft in mill via belt A 1. (B) Wheel 

tha( powers generator via belt Bi. (C) Opening into room where main iron gate 
is raised and lowered manually by crank (D). (E) Threaded rod 'welded to top of . 
iron gate. When gate crank is turned/ it raises and lowers the gate, (F) Iron gate. 
When closed, the water cannot get into the waterhouse. (G) Trash gate that keeps 
sticks and debris out of the waterhoy^e. (H) Drain that drains out any water that 
gets past gate F when it is !6wered. U) Opening to let water into waterhouse. (J) 
Shafts that, when turned, open or close the gates in the turbine wheels. (K) Main 
shafts turned by turbine wheels. (L) Thirty-inch Sampson turbine wheels. (M) Exits 
for w T ater. Set at level of water below dam. Water that ex'ts here is called “tailwater.” 

(N) Support beams. (O) Ends of additional support beams. (P) Ladder providing 
access into water house. (QJ Floor of .machine shop. When the gate (F) is. opened, 
water flows into the” water house and fills it to a level of fourteen feet. The only 
exit, then, for the water is through one or both of the turbine wheels. When the > 
gates in the wheels are opened, wajfereiitsi turning blades, shaft (K), and upper 
wheels (A and B). 




PLATE 386 A discarded Sampson wheel lying 
outside the machine shop. The to'p t lip of the 
metal cone is visible on the left. Just to its right 
can be seen three of the metal turbine blades 
7 and the upper part of the wheel (L in plate 385) • 
For use, the lip of the cone is bolted to the 
lip of the upper part of the whe^J (thus conceal- 
ing the blades inside the cone), and the whoie^ 
assembly is set into place in the bottom of the 
water house and hooked up to the machinery 
above. 1 * 
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PLATE 387 The wooden spindle on which 
ihe Sampson wheel turns. 
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PLATE 390 The’ top of one of the 
Sampson wheels a^ s e e n looking down 
into the water house from an opening 
in the floor- of the marhinejshop. 
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PLATE 391 WJtteel B and-bek-B 1 (see 
Plate.^85)dookingTdward the genera- 
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PLA I F. 392 In the foreground is 
wheeh and in the background is 
wheel A. The view is fronrv the genera- 
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PLATE 393 (A) Sprocket wheel end of shaft, which is 

turned by a steering wheel in thermal! building. A chain con- 
nects it ,to sprocket wheel (C), which turns, the shaft that opens 
the gates in the turbine wheels. (B) Wheel turned by shaft 
from turbine wheel. Connected by belt to wheel (E), which 
turns shaft that is the main line drive for the mill equipment. 
,(D) Pressure wheel. (G) Machine-shop wall. 
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PLATE j 394 Same as view i in Plate 
393. The wheel that is visible is wheel 
Bjn Plate 393., * 
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PLATE 39 j In th^ background is the 
wheel (A i 1 Plate 305) that turns the 
: main line c riye for the sawmill. Its belt 
turns (he wheel' in the left foreground, 
^vhich turns a shaft (visible coming 
from, the renter of the wfieel). This,,, 
shaft is the same one that turns wheel 
B in Plate 1 385, and thus shaft F, the 
main line chive itself. 
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PLATE 396 A side view 
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PLATE 397 Note: The numbers on these captions refer to the Inumbers on Plate 
396. Ben called the metal wheels around which the leather belts run “pulleys*” 
id we have used his terminology* j 

The belt ^that loops around pulley 1 turns the entire ma^n line drive shaft 

(14) and powers all the machinery in the mill building. It is connected via belts 
and a shaft to one of the two turbine wheels in the water houjse (see Plate 385). 

2. The belt that loops around pulley 2 provides power to wjhat Ray calls “the 
feed” — a~4rive |haft connected to two truck rear ends that Ben; mounted together 

(15) . One, r^ar ends is locked in high range and movqs the log carriage, 

which carries ldgs into the saw (via cable at 16) backward. The other is locked in" 1 
low range and moves the log cartage forward into the saw (see Patent 1,691,834 
for operating principle). 

There are two control levers above (at main floor level) near the saw. One is 
the main feed lever which, operates off two master cylinders (one hooked to each 
brake drum fry]) giving it three positions (a forward, a reverse, and a neutral). 
This lever operates both f the log carriage and the log turner (18— see Patent 
2,100,1 15 for operating principle). , 

* The second lever disengages the log carriage and engages the log turner at 
point 20, or vice .versa. j 

pressure pulley on top of the belt (21) keeps tension Ion the belt. A story 
goes that Ben once took apart the main feed to repair it and put it back together 
jigain. It took an entire day. As he finished putting everything bad* together, the 
man assiiting^ Turn ‘noticed' a mptal sleeve lying on the grqund, held it up, and 
asked him what it was for! Ben threw his hat onto the grouhd and shouted, “I'm 

a bald-headed J C- r! I'm a registered fool. You're supposed to have a little 

sense!" They had to pull all the machinery apart and start over again. 

3. The belt that loops around pulley 3 provides power to the log buggy, which 
brings logs from the log pond up to the log carriage via three rails? 22 is a brake 
drum that holds the log buggy in place when the operator wants it stopped. The/ 
rear end (23) is locked in permanent reverse and serves, only to pull the log buggy 
back up from the water to the log carriage via cables on two drums (24). A small 
drum (25} is pushed against the belt from, above to apply pressure in what Ray 
calls a “jack slip” power system. 

4. ^ The belt that loops around pulley 4 provides power to a rear end on which 

a sprocket wheel (26) is mounted, which pulls the sawdust chain (27) that pulls 

sawdust from thg bandsaw into the sawdust bin above. The sawdust chains are 
ali,_on_e^co ntinuo u s lo op . ; 

5. and 6. A series of belts (the belt feed off of an old mill) go straight up through 

the floor from pulleys 5 and 6 to provide power to a edible that hangs out over’ 
the log pond on a drum. The cable can be pulled doWn and hooked to a log 
floating in the log pond, and when powerris applied through another car rear 
end (not shown), the cable winds back onto the drum; 1 and pulls the log down 

the log pond and onto the waiting log buggy. j 

,7. The belt mounted on this 24-inch pulley turns one ,bf the two drums (28) on 
which the bandsaw is mounted. A pressurejaulley (29) fteeps tension on the belt. 
The drum's^ shaft turns on an old bulldozer’s roller bearings, which are immersed 
in oik j # 

A sawdust chain (30) pulls sawdust out from under' the saw so that it can be 
picked up By chain 27 and carried into the sawdust bin aB'ove. 
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8. A small 2-inch belt hooks to. 6-inch pulley 8 and provides power to a four- 

speed transmission that powers the feed rollers in the edger saw' directly above. 
The transmission has a reverse so that boards can be fed into the edger’s saws 
through the rollers at four different speeds, dr, if fouled, can be backed out of 
the edger. , 

9. The belt hooked to 24-inch pulley 9 goes straight up to the edger above and 
turns the edger saws. A" pressure pulley agaipst the belt keeps it taut. 

10. The belt that runs off pulley 10 goes straight overhead and powers the trimmer 

saw 1 from above. Another belt powers the main sawdust chain (3). Plate 401 explains 
how this works. ■ •> 

11. - The belt from 12-inch 11 powers the sawdust chain (31) that removes .the 

sawdust from beneath the edger saw blades and'" carries it into a bin. A sprocket 
wheel drives the chain, as in 26, for chain 27. ' ^ 

12. The belt from pulley 12 powers a three-speed A Model transmission linked 

to an A Model rear end. A sprocket wheel pulls the conveyor chain (32) that 
carries wood scraps from the wood saw and trimmer saw up a wooden chute into 
the storage bin at the far end of the building. , 

13. The belt from 24-inch wheel 13 goes straight up to and provides power to 
the wood saw above. 

Main line shaft. k . - 

The “feed.” ' 

16. Cable that pulls (he log carriage backward and forward. 

17. Brake drums. • " 

’ 18. The. log turner (see patent, Plates 406—7). 

19. The chain that is the power source to the log turner. „•< 

The spline that engages or disengages the log turner, or log carriage. 
Pressure pulley. 

Brake drum. ^ 

Rear end that pulls the log buggy. 

Drums with cables hooked to log buggy. .. 

Pressure pulley. 

Sprocket wheel that pulls saw'dust chain 27. 

27. Sawdust chain. . . . 

28. The' lower Hollow drum that pulls the bandsaw. The second drum, above, 
simply turns with the bandsaw and is called the “idler.” 

29. Pressure pulley. ; 

30. Sawdust chain, 

31. Sawdust chain. 

32. Wood scrap conveyor chain. 
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PLATE 398 A view from underneath 
the mill’s main floor of the cable that 
pulls the' log carriage back and forth 
(16 inflate 3=97). One of the wheels 
of the carriage is visible on the left side 
just above the horizontal wooden beam 
that runs across the middle of the pho- 
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PLATE 399 A view of th £ main line shaft and one of 
the wheels mounted on it. . ! i 
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PLATE 40a The end of the main line shaft. 
The wheels visible on the shaft are, left to 
right, Nos. 13, 12, and (on the right side 
of the smallj upright wooden, support beam), 
1 1/10 and <J) in plate 397. 
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PLAT.E 401 This photo is taken from 
angle ^ of Plate 402. Visible is wheel 
toa and its belt, shaft 33 (running from 
upper center to the upper right corner 
of the photo), and the horizontal belt 
that runs off wheel 35. 
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View -from C6/0 h 4 Uvei Cooking ^ owm - 
a.t overhead power Jourcet, Keyed 
numerically -fa twain, power Jounce diayrh**.. 
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TLATE 402 (Diagram) ( 10 a); Bek from wheel 10 in Plate 397 goes straight up 
to ceiling overhead and around wheel; 10a. This wheel turns a shaft (33) and, £ia 
a belt and wheels; provides powejr to the V belts mounted ground Ayheels 34. 
The V belts that run 041 these wheels go straight down to turp the trimmer saw 
below. As shaft 33 turns, it also tur/hs wheel 35, which provides powder via belt 
and wheel 36 to shaft 37, on the end of which is mounted a sprbeket wheel, which 
- ^ awdiiit . ch ai n ( 3 o) , / wh i c h pulls the sawdust oujt from under the 
bandsaw 7 . Shaft 37 runs suspended just under the ceiling and nearly against the 
posts that siippih t The TndtTo ofi / ~ 1 — f — — — — j 
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UNITED STATES PATENT OFFICE 


2,100,115 
LOG TURNER 

Benjamin G. Ward, Valid Cnicis, N. C~ 
Application June 10, 1937, Serial No. 148,557 
1 Claim. (CL 143^-102) 


This invention relates to mechanical means, 
the general object of the invention being fco pro- 
vide means whereby one driven member may be 
driven in one direction and another fti the oppo- 
.'5 site direction at the same speed, the device being 
used to turn- logs on a saw mill carriage. 

This invention also consists in certain other 
features of construction and in the combination 
and - arrangement of the several ^ "parts,- to be here- 
10 inafter fully described, illustrated in the accom- 
panying drawing and specifically pointed out in 
the appended claim. 

In describing my invention in detail, reference 
will be had to the accompanying drawing where- 
15 in like characters denote like or corresponding 
* parts throughout the several views and in ‘ 
which — , ; 

Figure 1 is an elevation of the invention. 

Figure 2 is a section on line 2 — 2 of Figure 1, 
20 showing how th£ hooks come in contact with the 
lotf, . i 

Figure 3 is a side view; of the planetary gearing. 

In the drawing the numeral 1 indicates a shaft 
which has its ends journaled in the beams 10. 
25 A pinion l is keyed to shaft hand the planetary 
gearing. Fig. 3, is rotatably mounted on shaft f. 
"Another pinion 3 is also rotatably “mounted on- 
shaft I and it meshes with planetary gearing 4 
which meshes with pinion 2. Pinions 2 and 3 are 
30 the same size, *Beams (or arms) 5 and 6 are 
rotatably mounted on shaft I . Sprocket 7 is ro- 
tatably mounted on shaft i andds fastened to the 
back erf pinion 3. Another sprocket 8 is mounted 
- —i^-a^i^r-^^he^top-of ilie^oearos iLand 6 An 
35 hne with sprocket 7. On shaft i a thjust collar 
13 is fastened against the hub of sprocket 7 to 
hold the gearing In mesh and the planetary gear- 
- lng is fastened to shim 19 which, is] bolted to 
Joeams 5 and 1 6 by bolts 1 1. Chain $ runs on 
40 spYockefs 7 and 8, between; which sprockets 7 and 
8 on the log side. of shim *9 is fastened an iron 
A track which holds chain 9 and hooks! *5 firmly 

* against the log; hooks 15 being fastened to at- 
tachment links <§ by bolts 17. Sprocket 8 ro- 

45 tates on; shaft 2 1, and braking device -20 rests on • 
? the hub: of sprocket S to produce neeefsar^ frie- 

• tion ter lift beams 5 and 6 from a horizontal 
position to a ; vertical position when shait J is 
turned towaj^ the log; also when the shaft 1 is 

50 turned in a Reverse direction it is caused to re- 
turn. to a horizontal position so that logs may be 
rolled over it to the carriage. When shaft 1 ro- 


tates toward the log it lifts beams 5 arjd G with 
the chain 9 and hooks 15 against the Jdg 23; it 
then stops and as pinion 2 continues §o rotate, 
planetary 'gdafs 22 rotate^on shaft 4 meshing with 
pinion 3 which then rotates in a reverse direction 
carrying, with it the chain and hooks.. The hooks 
catch in the log, and turn it toward the carriage. 
Pinions 22 are held In place by nuts 14 on shaft 
4. When power is applied (by power transmis- 
sion means patented by me under Patent #1,691.- 
834) to gear 1 2 it makes a very satisfactory com - 
• bin at Ion, • - - ; 

It is to be understood that I may make changes 
in the construction and in the combination ahd 
arrangement of the several parts, provided that 
suph changes fall within the scope of the ap- 
pended claim. .... 

What I claim is: — 

A log turner comprising a shaft, means for 
rotatably supporting the shaft, a pihicr keyed , 
to the shaft, a second pinion, like the fb A. wiQ> 
a sprocket wheel fastened to it, rotatably mount- 
ed on the shaft, planetary gearing rotatably 
mounted on a cross -shaft and meshing with the 
two pinions, the planetary gearing being fastened 
to two beams which are rotatably mounted on 
the shaft one on one side of the two pinions oud 
the other on the other side, a second sprocket 
wheel mounted as an idler at the other end of 
the beams in line with the first sprocket wheel, an 
endless chain with hooks attached to it running 
on the two sprocket wheels, a track supported by 
the two beams between the two sprocket wheels 
on-ihe-freintrside so _ as^to force the hooks "firmly 
agafhst the log, a brake on the idler sprocket 
whehl to furnish enough friction to lift the beams 
when the shaft is turned toward the log, whereby 
when the chain strikes the log the beams stop^ 
and as the shafts trims on, carrying with it the a 
pinion keyed to’ it and as the planetary gearing 
that’ is secured to the beams that support the 
idler sprocket wheel and chain also stop then 
the rotatably mounted* pinion and sprocket wheel 
turn in a ,n opposite direction carrying the chain 
with its hooks up against the log forcing- it -to 
turn; power being applied to the shaft by a spur 
gear and pinion connected to power transmission 
means; the beams with the idler sprocket wheel 
returns to a horizontal position when the shaft 
is turned ill a reverse direction so that logs may 
be rolled over it to the carriage, 

B. O. WARD. 
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This invention relates to power tra^ismis- mounted on the shanks of the pinions 7 and 
sion means, the general object of theinvon- 12 in. said housing, this casing enclosing the 
tion being to provide means whereby the pinions 7 and 12 and a spider 15 is arranged 
driven member may be driven in one direc- in the casing 14 and is suitably connected < 
tio_n at half speed and in ah opposite direc- therewith so that it will rotate with the cas- 
tion at full speed, the device being useful in ing. * This spider carries a number of bev- 


operating saw mill carriages ana the like 
whereby the carriage can be moved forward- 
ly at half speed and rearwardly at full 
speed. ; 

This invention also consists in certain 
other features of construction and in the 
combination and arrangement of the several 
' parts, tobe hereinafter fully described, -illus- 
3ft tr&ted in the accompanying drawings and 
specifically pointed out. in the appended 
claims. r 

In describing my invention in detail, ref- 
erence will be h’ad to the accompanying 
to drawings wherein like characters denote like 
oi* corresponding parts throughout the sev- 
eral views, and in which:— 

Figure 1 is a longitudinal sectional view 
through the invention. 

Ficmre 2 is a section on line 2— 2* of Fig- 
ure 1. * - / . " 

Figure 3 is a section on Line 3—^3 of Fig- 
ure 1. :* . J 

Figure 4 is a view of the hollow shaft and 
its gears to which the central pulley is at- 
tached. v # # y 

In these drawings, the numeral 1 indicate 
a shaft which has its ends journaled ufthe 
uprights 2. A hollow shaft 3 is rotatably 
aa mounted on the central part of the shift 1 
through means of the bushings 4 and a pul- 
ley 5 is keyed to a.central enlargement 3 ? on 
* said hollow shaft/ Beveled pinions 6 and 7 
are connected with the ends of the hollow 
40 shaft by, the teeth 8, the shaft 1 passing 
through these pinions, as shown in Figure 
1. Brake drums 9 and 10 are rotatably 
mounted on the shaft 1, these drums being 
‘ placed adjacent the inner sides of the up- 
40 rights 2 and a housing 11 is attached to the 
inner fice of each drum- by bolts or the like. 

.A beveled pinion 12 is arranged in each 
housing and one of these pinions is connect- 
ed wSh & part of the drum 9 by the teeth 
40 13 which are the same as the tectn 8 and the 
other pinion is keyed to the shaft 1, as shown 
at 12 . These pinions 12 are of the same 
size as the pinions 6 and 7 and are oppo- 
sitely arranged to said pinions and are 
W spaced therefrom. A casing 14 is placed in 
the housing of the drum 9 and is J rotatably 


npounted on the shanks of the pinions 7 and 
12 in said housing, this casing enclosing the 
pinions 7 and 12 and a spider 15 is arranged 
in the casing 14 and is suitably connected 90 
therewith so that it will rotate with the cas- 
ing. * This spider carries a number of bev- 
eled pinions 16 which mesh with the pinions 
7 ana 12 and the spider is keyed to the shaft 
I, as shown at 17, W 

A casing 18 is arranged in the housing 11 
of the drum 10 and this casing is connected 
with the housing and the drum so that it 
must rotate with these parts, A spider 19 
is arranged in The casing 18 and is suitably JO 
connected therewith, but this spider is not 
keyed to tfie shaft. The spider carries the 
pinions 20 which mesh with* the pinions 6 
and 12 in the housing of the drum 10. ' Suit- 
able packing glands 21 are placed at the 14 
points where the shaft 1 and the hollow 
shaft 3 pass through the housing. A pulley 
22 is fastened to * one end of the shaft 1. 
The drums 9 and 10 ahe provided with the 
usual brake bands 23f. 9° 

From the foregoing it will be seen that 
when the pulley 5 is connected with a suitable 


a pulley I 

source or power and the bands or drum 
9 contracted to prevent movement of said ' / 

drum 9, the pinion 12. which is connected W 
\vith the drum 9, is held stationary so that / 
The rotary movement of the pulley 5 and^ihe 
hollow shaft 3 will be communicated through 
the pinion 7^ the pinions 16, the spider 15 
to the shaft 1, as the pinions 16 travel around 90 
the pinion 12, Of course, the casing 14 wiU 
rotate with the slider. Thus the shaft 1 is 
driven in a forward direction at half the spe&l 
of the pulley 5, / The drum 10, with its asso- 
ciated parts, rotate as a unit with the shaft 94 
1 as the pinion of this drum 10 is keyed to 
the shaft, as shown at 12'; By releasing the 
band of drum 9 and contracting the oapd 
on drum 10, the spider 19, associated with 
the drum 10, is held stationary so that the 100 
movement of the hollow shaft and its pinion 
6 wilt cause the pinions 20 to ^otkte on their 
axes while their spider remains stationary 
and thus these pinions 20 will cause the gear 
12 to rotate at the same speed as the gear, or 106 
pinion 6 and thus the shaft 1 will be driven 
at the same speed os the pulley 5, though in 
a reverse direction. Thus it will be seen that 
I have provided simple means for rotating 
the shaft 1 at half speed in one direction Ho 
and at full speed in the opposite direction. * N 
It will, of course, be understood that the 
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power can be applied to the pulley 22 and the 
pulley 5 used' as the take-off pulley, but the 
operation will b the same. 

The parts are lubricated by placing lubri- 
5 cant in the casings. 

i By allowing the brake bands to slip on the 

drums, different speeds can be secured, as 
will be understood, so that the invention pro- 
vides a variable clutch and transmission. 

* 10 It is thought from the foregoing descrip- 

tion that the advantages and novel features 
of my invention will be readily apparentr 
It Is to be understood that I may raak? 
changes in the construction and in the com- 
U bination and arrangement of the several 
[ parts, provided that such changes fall within 
the scope of the appended claims. \ 

Wliufc. I- claim is:— , • : ; 

1. Transmission means of the class de- 
W scribed comprising a shaft, means for ro- 
tatably suporting the shaft, a pair of brake 
drums rotatably mounted on the shaft, a 
pinion on the shaft connected with one of 
the drums, a second pinion on the shaft 
M loosely, associated with the other drum and 
fastened to the shaft, a hpllow shaft rotat- 
ably mounted on the first shaft, a pinion at 
eacn end of the hollow shaft', these pinions 
being of the sanie size and oppositely at- 
SO ranged to the first mentioned pinions, plane- 
tary gearing keyed to the first shaft and 
meshing with one of the pinions of the hob 
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low shaft'Tmd with the pinion which is con- 
nected with its drum, planetary gearing, 
meshing with the other pinion of the hollow 30 
shnft and with the pinion which is keyed to 
the first shaft, means for applying power to 
one shnjt and take-off means connected with 
the other shaft. 

2- Transmission means of the class de- 40 
scribed comprising a shaft, means for ro- 
tatably supporting the shaft, a pair of^brake 
druhis rotatably mounted oh the shaft, a 
pinion on the shaft connected with one of 
the drums, a second pinion on the shaft 4$ 
loosely associated with the other drum and 
fastened to the shaft, a hollow shaft rotat- 
ably 1 moon ted on the first shaft, a pinion at 
eucn end. of the hollow shaft, these pinions 
being of the same size and oppositely ar- 60 
ranged to. the first mentioned pinions, plane- 
tary gearing keyed to the first shaft and 
meshing with one jof the pinions of the hol- 
low’ shaft and with the pinion which is con- 
nected with its drum, planetary gearing W w 
meshing with the other pinion of the hollow 
shaft and with the pinion which is keyed to 
the first shaft, means for flpplying^power to 
one shaft, take-off means connected with the 
other shaft and a housing connected with M 
each drum and enclosing the pinions and 
planetary gearing associated with said drum. 

In testimony whereof I affix my signature. 

BENJAMIN O. WARD. 
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PLATE 412 floor plan of sawmill building: (A) First wheel on main line shaft,, 
/Numbers correspond to those along the main line shaft in Plate 397, which detailed 
J the machinery/power sources underneath the floor of the mill. (B) Wooden platform 
/ on which person ^an stand to guide logs lpto the log buggy. (C) Log pond. (D). 
Log buggy (see Plates 414-416). (E) Steps going up into saw sharpening room. 
(F) Sawdust bin — receives sawdust from the handsaw. Dust can be loaded into 
trucks from overhead at (G). (H) Shift lever dn transmission that controls the 
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roH ers (I) that feed the edger.saws (J). (K) Rollers.* (tj- Wood saw, for outline 
the ends off boards. (M) Conveyor belt for pulling, scrap ends of lumber up into 

len^rhs g Th in u ° Ut ° f the W * Y (0) Tnmmer saw cutting boards into specific 
un mof Wo W M "I 0 SpaC ^ feCt ! part t0 hd P in 'hcasuring. (P) Post holding 
ca P rriag ’ ^ ,hat pulls log’ carriage back and forth on rails- (R). (S) Log 
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The log buggy at the end of its run inside the sawmill building. 
TJie logs can now be rolled, one at 1 a time, onto the log carriage. 
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PLATE 4 1 7 w <th Darryl riding the log carnage, John runs a small log through 
the saw as Ray. and his son look on. Note the gears for the log turner in the left 
foreground of the photo. 
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PLATE 418 The saw. The huge 
wooden door that conceals ifiost of the 
top drum protects the operator in case 
the saw should jump off the drum. The 
door can be swung open for easy access 
to the*saw. 


PLATE 420 Darryl running a J*bard 
thrJugh the edger saw. The gear shift 
operates the speed with which the 
rollers feed boards into the edger .saw 
blades. 


PLATE 4 1 y The edger s a w„ 






PLATE 423 The chute and its con- 
veyor chain, which carries wood scraps 
up into the storage bin. 


PLATE 4 2 \ i he wood saw , in Plate 
412). Boards, the ends of which are 
to be cut off, are laid on the swinging 
platform that Tim - is holding. Then the 
platform, which is suspended from the 
ceiling, is swung into the stationary 
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PLATE 425 (A) Stairway to filing room. (B) Saw grinder. The grinder has 

a carborundum stone, which cuts between the teeth of the- bandsaw' and 
lengthens the teeth. (C) Trap door in floor beside saw grinder. Blade can 
be slipped off saw, raised through trap door, and put onto grinder. (D) Saw r 
workbench, where tension and welding are done to the saw blades. (E) Circle 
saw f gummer, which perforins same function as (B). (F) Belt knife, which 
cuts belts if they are too long or have weak sections that need to be cut 
out and spliced. (G) Old saw : grinder. (H) Workbench. (I) Tool box. 
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PLATE 426 Saw blade in 
position to be ground. Note 
the casters off a discarded bed 
on which the saw rolls (ar- 
row's). 
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"PLATE' 427 When the ma- 
chine is turned on, it 'automat- 
ically advances the saw one 
tooth at a time. The carborun- 
dum wheel automatically 
drops into place with each ad- 
vance and grjnds the notch 
between. each tooth to a pre- 
set depth. 
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PLATE 428 Circle saw gum- 
mer mounted on the engine 
block Ben* once smashed in 
anger. * 
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PLATE 429 Saw workbench 
with saw blade in position to 
be welded. 
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MEMORIES OF THE AMERICAN 

CHESTNUT 


J a 'Ihis article is about the 
1 American chestnut tree,'" 

, aV/TC- f . V ' v , JL which grew predomi- 

nantly in the eastern part of the United States, and was .almost en- 
tirely killed by a blight during the first half of this century. It was « 
a very valuable resourcef and was used extensively by 4 the people • 

~t in the arear‘wtrere~-it “grew . ;• • ~ * 

The article is divided into four parts. The first discusses the charac- 
teristics of the tree, and the different ways it was used here in south- 
ern Appalachia. The second covers the*"b Light itself, how it killed 
off the American chestnut, and how the people here felt about it. 

In the third part people from Rabun County talk about the way 5 
they felt after the trees were killed, the changes that were brought 
about, and the adjustments they had to make. The last/part includes 
j information about research being done to develop a bljight-resistant 
tree, and information on how, to collect, store, and pljant the huts. 

We decided to plant our own small experimental plot of American 
chestnuts. Bob Bennett, the Foxfire Environmental teacher, and 
some of his students built a cold frame to plant them ini. We planted 
plain nuts, 75 irradiated nuts,, and 100 nuts from j trees grown 
from irradiated nuts, as well as 11 seedlings. Out of the 200 nuts, 
*39 germinated, and all the seedlings lived. The point of this experi- 
mentation is to try to fincLa tree*that is resistant to the blight. On’ 
several afternoons after school, Kim Gragg, some of B'pb Bennett’s 
# student^, Suzy Angier (my Foxfire adviser), andT wejnt up to the 
Foxfire yland to .plant the chestnuts. We planted the pints in pots ? 
filled with.. black woods dirt, mulched them with pgat moss, and„ 
placed them in the cold frame. We plan to distribute the trees next 
year to people in Rabun County. . 

<^> 

VIVIAN SPEED 

Article by Gedrganna Rice, Anita McCoy, Terri Webb, Cam Bond, and 
# Vivian Speed with Kim Gragg and Dovie Green , •• 



PLATE 430 Young* Ameri- 
can chestnut treP 1 in full 
bloom. PHOTOGRAPH BY E. O. 
MELTING ER. 
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'• " PLATE 431 Foxfire stu- 

P ■ ; dents and staff planting chest- 

nuts in pots and placing them 
P" PPPl m the cold frame. 






Cdstanea dentata^ .the American chestnu^ was once one of the most . 
valuable frees' growing in the United States. Its natural range Was 
from 1 southern Maine, west to Michigan, and south to northern Geor- 
gia and Alabama. By the middle of this^entury; Endotfria parasitica/' 
a blight that was first noted in 1904, had killed almost every last 
specimen. The tree grew- straight and fast, often reaching heights 
of over one hundred feet, -and diameters of seven feet at breast 
height. It was heavily , relied’ on for both private and commercial 
use, as it was a superior source of timber, food, and tannin. 

The Japanese chestnut (Ca'stanea crenata) and Chinese chestnut 
(Gastanea mollissima) are resista’nt to the blight, . but are capable of 
carrying and spreading it. These two varieties will grow readily in, 
the United States, but they grow much lihe .apple trees, and are 
hot desirable for the production ofjumber. They also produce edible 
nuts, but, in the opinion of the people we have spoken to, their 
nuts are npt as-tasty and sweet as those of the American chestnut, 

' The following interviews with people from our area offer some 
of the various ways people,, in. the southern Appalachians used: the i 
American, chestnut, and .give a clear sense of its importance to the -y" 
people^ ’■> A . ■ - 

marie mei.i.i.ngf.r: I he American chestnut, Gastanea dentuta, was a 
dominant tree over most of the Appalachians. It grew to-be huge, 
[w r ith] a roughly uniform diameter upwards for forty or fifty feet, 
and that’s why it was, such a good sohrce of timber. Also., the wood 
lasted practically forever. In 1859 an American chestnut tree some- 
where on the western slope of the Great Smoky' Mountains in Ten- 
nessee was reported as being thirty-three feet in circumference four 



F If ATE 433 An aid chestnut 
stump. , " * 



PLATE 434 This 'chestnut 
log is still solid alter being in 
coiUaci with the soil fcfi' years. 

* c 


feet from the ground. That’s about ten or eleven feet in diameter. 
I was informed that in Greenbriar, North Carolina, in 1934 a large 
chestnut stump was found that measured thirteen feet the long way 
across. Wilbur Savage, a forester in the Great Smoky Mountain Na- 
tiondkPark, reported he measured a fajlen.dead chestnut [that was] 
nine fedt, six inches in diameter, and at sixty-five feet from the 
ground it measured four feet, eight inches j in diameter]. Those 
were some giant trees. And , the nuts were a tremendous source of 
food for people, [their] animals, and wild animals, such as turkey 
and deer. 

jakf. waldroop: I can show you some chestnut stumps now that 
are six or seven feet through, and they’d grow to be over a hundred 
feet tall, those chestnut trees would. Grea-a-a-at big, and they’d 
sprangle out, have a big' clustery top to ’em. They most generally 
grew the st-r-aightesL-Limber-of any* As, thcipld. saying goes, .“straight 
as a. gun barrel.” They didn’t, have too many low branches; they’d 
go way up without branches, On san average you could cut anywhere 
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from three to four sixteen-foot logs out of a chestnut tree before 

>v, 0 & 

you got into the knots: There was more chestnuts than any other 
one species of timber.. Now you’d find some oaks and poplars once 
in a while that ’d grow bigger than chestnuts, but if you take it on 
an average, the c'hestnut grew the biggest of any of ’em. And it 
grew fast. In fifteen or twenty years you coul d g o to. cutting ’em 
for telephone poles.. And them, telephone poles’d be anywhere from 
twenty to sixty feet long. ’Rout as fast a growing timber as there 
was. I imagine it was as lo^g a lifed tree as any in the forest. 

^ jThe wood'is] slow' to cot. Fact of the business is, if it gets down 
in there where no air gets to it, I don’t know whether it’d ever rot 
or not. Now it would eventually rot in a ditch where the air could, 
get in there. There’s old sogs that you. can dig out and they’ll be 
just as sound as can be — logs that have been laying there for hun- , 
dreds of years. Old sogs. That’s an old tree that’s fell and gotten 
buried up in the dirt ail’ sometimes covered with moss. Now there 
was timber that was stronger than chestnut, butThe one thing about 
chestnut, it was so much easier worked than the rest of it -was, I - 
suppose the chestnut would go in the softwood category. 

Xhe huts grow inside a burr, and it’s a big thing, as big as your 
fist, and ’long about the fall of the year when it starts frosting they’ll 
open. Then the chestnuts fall out, and later the burr itself will drop 
off. I’ve seen them a time or two in the fall, it’s come a dry- spell 
of weather.and the [burrs] would.open, but there wouldn’t be enough 
moisture, and [the nut] wouldn’t get loose of the burr, and it’d 
stay in there. I’ve seen hundreds of bushels hanging up.fand wm'i 
couldn’t pick oije- to eat. Them it’d start; to cloud up, raiW^Some, 
and it was a sight on earth— just in an hour or two the whole earth 
would be covered with chestnuts. The 'moisture would hit them, 
and* they’d all drop out. They’d generally start falling along the 
—latter part of September up till the middle of October. October 
was the main chestnut .month. 

We’d pick them up in the fall of the year, and whenever they 
went to falling a wagoner would [come through] find buy ’em and 
go South with ’em. Down -around Toccoa and Lavonia and Athens, 

- all the way. to Atlanta, Georgia. Everywhere, selling them chestnuts. 

A small Tittle kid could pick up chestnuts. We’d get up before 
breakfast and go .to these trees where a lot of chestnuts had fallen 
overnight* beat the hogs there, and pick them up. Take them to 
market, sell them, and get our shoes, clothes, or other things with 
them. We’d take ’em and boil ’em or roast ’em or just hang them 
out *and let them' dry. Now a good way to keep them through the 
winter— keep you something’to eat all winter — was to get a big box 
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and put [in] a layer of chestnuts, then sprinkle some salt on that, 
another layer of chestnuts, and sprinkle salt, ‘and. keep going. If 
you didn’t do something like th«ft- the worms would get inside the 
shell. 

I’ve seen the ground when there were just hundreds and hundreds 
of bushels of chestnuts, on it, -just laying on the ground everywhere. 
They were good for the squirrel, turkey, bear, hogs, and mice. The 
squirrels and little mice [would] put them up for their winter feed. 
•I’ve chopped into a mouse den and got a peck to half a bushel. 
Be a little bit of a hole in the tree where they went down and started 
to fill it /up with chestnuts. They’d put in a layer- of chestnuts 5 a 
layer of mud, a layer of chestnuts, a layer of mud, and the chestnuts 
would sjay there right like they grew, all winter. "Now the chestnut 
supported everything- There wasn’t no kind of game that roamed 
these mountains that didn’t eat the, chestnuts. Everything. 

[People] used it for acidwood, pulpwood, telephone poles, cro^s -/ 
ties, fence rails, ditch timber, and theV^made furniture out of it. j It 
made good framing and siding — you could use it about anywhere 
any other timber could 'be used. Chestnut timber could take th\e 
place of it. Back when there was plenty of it, ’they would cut it up 
in ten-foot blocks and make fence rails out of it. Everybody built 
their own fences with chestnut rails. It was the best splittin’ timbef 
there was — wasn’t anything equal to chestnht when it came to split- 
ting. A good vvorkingman, if he understood it»all right,* [if he] didn t 
have ’iron" or steel hammers or wedges, Would just make a white 
oak maul, then take dogwood and make a whole lot of wedge's. 
Put’them up and let them season. And when he was ready to build 
a fence, [he’d] take his ax and go out and chop down onb of the. 
[chestnut] trees. Then chop his logs off ten feet long and take that' 
[wedge and maul] and split one hundred fence rails a day. i 

It made good firewood. Now you had to'let it season — green chejst- 
nut wouldn’t burn at all. It just refused. But when it dri^d oui| it 
was about as good a firewood as there was; you couldn’t hardly 
beat it for nothin’: ’Way back we’d get chestnut for our stovewopd. 
We’d get the dead [logs],, bring them in, and bust them up — law, 
/it was the-finest wood you ever seen for stovewood. . f 

( J' ■■■■ •••• 

noel moore; The chestnut was a tree that before the blight hit it, 
was just about immune 'to any kind of disease or trouble of jany 
kind. They grew up to as much as seven or eight feet in diameter, 
and sometimes it’d be as much as seventy or eighty feet to, the 
first limb; just a straight tree getting up to the light. Most off the 
trees that were cut for commercial use were three to five feet in 
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diameter at the butt. That makes a lot of lumber. Get five, nfayjpe 
six logs off one tree. Big logs. Now the trees that grew out in the 
open, they’d branch out. But the ones that grew in the woods where 
the timber was thicjc, grew up very tall because they grew on up 

to get the light. A ‘ v v ^ k.. e 

In the s p r i ng w h e n e st n,u ts ffr^jpar^^^^hey would bloom 

, a htyle later tliaiX^^t jfthei* trMy, < they>-I^ a^lig:lft i cream-colored 
blossom, and a Jfiig tree that -gr^w. up a hundred feet high would 
have a spread/at the top of it a hundred feet wide, maybe. You 
^ could see them sticking up but of. the "Woods', and it was just like 
big, potted flowers standing up all over the mountains. It was really, 
a sight to see. I was just a boy then. They all died by the time I 
was eighteen years old, and I can reVhember them just as well now. 
We’d talk about what a good chestnut crop*we were going to have. 
The blooms were a creamy white, big long fuzzy things, six to eight 
inches long. There were- from one to three nuts in each burr. • 
|The nuts were real sWeet, Especially if they were roasted or boiled. 
^ Didn’t taste like a walnut or a pecan; nothin’ else taste's like them. 
And the blossoms gave up one of the best honey crops we ever 
had. We’ve never had a honey crop like we did since the chestnuts 
"died, because there’s not that much nectar in the wild now: Whenever, 
chestnuts bloomed, fn the morning,- early, the trees looked like just 
the whole tops were alive with honeybees working on getting Che 
/ ne.ctar. They’d really go for it.. ! . 

We put the nuts out in the sunshine and let ’em dry and that 
would ‘sweeten ’em. The sunshine would do something to the sugar, . 
sweetened ’em. We’d always gather several bags arid put ’dm out 
on a rack and- let ’em dry in the sunshine. You’d have to pour boiling 
water over ’em, though, to kill the eggs that were laid in ’em by ! 
some kind of insect. If you didn’t, the worms would eat ’em up, 
and you’d have a sack full of worms. [In cooking® pe'ople] used 
chestnuts principally for making stuffing and they made a bread 
■out of it, too, called nut bread. They’d beat it up [couldn’t grind 
it in the mill because it was too soft and would gum up the mill], 
beat it up with a" wooden mallet and rpix it with meal and flour. 

There w-ere people who made their living picking up chestnuts 
and carrying them to the store. I’ve keen ’em coming out of the 
mountains [behind] where we lived over wffiere Burton Lake is now. 
There was a big mountain back of oUr house withjust a tremendous 
amount of chestnut trees on it. We’d hardly ever see these people 
at all, except wffien they came out to go to the store, and in the 
fall w'e could see ’em coming, maybe the parents and three or four 
kids coming down the trgil. The old man would have a big coffee 
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sack full of chestnuts on his back, -and the- little fellers. would'*have 
smaller sacks, and even thjfe mother would have a small* sack of chest- 
nuts caught up on her hi|f; They’d all trek to the store and they’d 
swiip that for coffee and ; sugar and flour and /things that they had 
to buy to live, on through the ^winter. That’/ the way they made 
their living. You could jgo in. the woods in /the fall, and where a 
log had failed across the side of the hill, tjfnd the chestnuts had 
rolled down Against .it, .you could reach dot/n and pick ’em up by 


the double handful. /; /. ,. ;J * ' 

five hogs ai^d deer add turkeys and squirrels thrived on the nuts. 
’Almost every year was.' a good year for yhestnuts. We had what 
you chll <f free range here then and you /had to fence your farm 
and fieldrto keep out the-stock that was tiUrned loose in the moun- 
tains. People would let their breeding stdck run free in the woods, 
and the hogs would Jive on the ch'estnuts /and acorns that they could 
pick up off the ground. In the fall, after [the hogs] got fat on the 
mast (they’d get as fat as they could /nd still walk), the farmers ; 
would* catch. ’em with dogs. That’s the/ way they got their meat. If 
they wanted to cure the meat and keep/it through the winter, they’d 
put ’the hogs up and feed ’em on corn for a few weeks, then butcher ' 
’em. B^ut* the ones that was "killed in/ the mountains., right off the 
mast, you had to eat ’em then, [because] you couldn’t cure [the > 
meat]. It' wouldn’t keep— -woiMdn’t^take .salt and cure like grain-fed 
meat ivould’. It was better-flavored/ meat, sweet and tender. You 
^ould eat all you wanted and it wcVuldn’t hurt you. Didn’t have so 
much grease, and what it, had .was iinild./ 

One of the main uses of the -chestnut tree when I was a boy was 
for telephone poles- They call ’em utility .poles now, but back then 
they wasn't nothin’ but telephone poles — wasn’t any utility lines 
through this part of, the country/ They wouldn’t use anything but 
. chestnut back then because it would /last so much longer than any- 
thing else and they !cOuld put if in the ground without having to 
treat it. It was light and easy td handle, and it was alf handled by 
hand, you know. Pine is what they principally use now, ftut they 
won’t use it unless it’s pressure-treated or it won’t l^s't any time. 

" But the chestnut wojildrit would lbst on arid on. 

They used it a lot; for pulpwpod when they first ‘started to.makV* 
paper— that’s about the only thing t hey made; paper out of was chest- 
nut and poplar. Thfey also tisdd ijt for tannic acid- — there’s.a lot of 
'acid in tfie wood. Back then .they would cut big enormous trees 
just to get the bark /off ’em, 4^4: they wpnfd leave the rest of the 
tree just layin’ there | on the grjouhd to r.o^it’d be worth thousands 
of dollars now if we had woofi 1 like that, because it’s so much better 
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wood than anything that grows in tjie forest now. It made jbettjfr 
framing lumber for building houses, [jit was good] for siding because* 
it wofodn t warp Or split of rot, and) it would take a finish good. 
Then they got to using it for furniture because it takes such a good 
finish; it polishes good, and the grain Shows r 'up,good. It’s a beautiM; 
wood. 1 * / 


jack grist: Dad had a little grocery store ih Dillard which was about 
fifteen by twenty feet. Most of his stock was kept under the counter 
because he didn’t have room on the Shelves to put it. And most 
of the store work was done 5 v . my mother when 11 Dad was in the 
\ woods with th/ men cutting fchd^polesj On .his . sales, a lot of the 
time it was a swap. 4 barter deal. He'd say," “Well, you brought 
so much chestnut, and it’s worth (say) twelve dollars.” 

The marl'd say, “Well, I need a sack !of cottonseed meal, I need 
a dollar’s/ worth of coffee,. I need a bag of sugar.” It was a swap 
deal, Cot of times people’d bring wopdjfm, and on top of it they’d 
Have\ a chicken coop full of Tens, “Hpw| much you payin’ for hens 
today?” “Well, somuch.” There was a man came every ThuTsylay, 
picked those tip and carried ’em to Greenville, South Carolina. \ 

In 1,924, T)ad met a Georgia Power,, dompatiy engineer, and he 
needed fifteen hundred poles Twenty-five feet in length. He wanted 
chestnut, and he wanted ’em shipped fopri&jpillard to whereever 
he wanted ’em. He asked Dad if he could ^et^eSm for him in maybe 
two months. Dad said, “I’ll get ’em before tliht if the weather’s/ 
good and I can get things rolling like 1 tjcant to.” / 

-The Georgia Powdr engineer came balck to him (Dad was going 
along- well On his delivery date), and saijd, “If you can give us the 
poles in four weeks, we’ll give you a dollar for every pole.” And 
they had ordered fifteen hundred, so that w^s a fifteen-hundreyi- 
dollar bonus, and he got ’em. He put everybody he could find with 
a crosscut saw to work. He lucked Out d lot -of times like that. / • 
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I don’t know how many people Dad had working [for him]. I 
asked Rob- (a man who worked with my father)’, one day, and he 
said, “Well, if you take ’the families, the kids, and the teen-agers, / 
he probably had- a hundredsome. A few times I’ve seen a little boy / 
eight years old, throwing a limb back out of the way, and he was / 
helping. . ” ;i 

O * • 9 .F » 

I’d say that the biggest bulk of Dad’s business as far as chestnut 
went, when it was still green, *was for telephone poles, caskets, and 
acid wood. He was always a timber man from the time he was twenty 
•years old. He was hauling lumber and logs.way back that far. This > . 
country Whs literally covered with chestnut. As the saying goes, 
“You’d ’cut one down and two’d jump up in front of y6u.” They 

were no trouble— tlfey would just Cut the tree and cut all the small. 

limbs olF it and load it on the wagon. In those days they didn’t 
have trucks to haul with, so they had a couple of teams of mules 
or horses. They’d take the) coupling tout of the wagon, move it back 
maybe fifteen feet, and they’d load all the poles they could get on 
the wagon, then they’d tie a chain around them. That way they 
could come out the roads and into Dillard and into the pole yard. 
Then they’d measure twenty-five’ feet, and take acrosscut saw t and 
cut the ends off. (That’S 1 what- we used to cook with in ^he wood 
stove — it split real easy.) 

When they' were building the new road through Dillard, Dad be- 
came a good friend of the man that was building it. He, in turn, 
told the city officials [in Commerce, where he lived] when they • ' 
nbeded some posts to contact Dad. Well, that spread, so the cities 
of Commerce, Jefferson, Brazelton, Winder, and some other towns 
ordered from him, and he shipped poles to each one of those towns, 
and they replaced the lines they had with new poles’. Today you’d 
call him a broker. Everything he elver did was on a straight contract 
basis. ’ * 

My dad always said that he lived but of the store, enough to 
liye on. The money he made he made in the woods. He was just 
about born in the .woods. He’s walked just about' every foot of all 
these hills’, and he knew where every branch was. 

% * 

mrs. m. c. speTed: We used to make medicine out of the leaves, 
for swelling. Boll the leaves in a pot and get the juice out of them 
and set [the pot] off the heat and let it cool. ThenTathe [the swelled 
area] with it. People back then had swelled feet and they’d put that 
on them to get rid of the swelling. 

Nbw my daddy used to— we called it peddling. [He’d] take a mule 
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and, a wagon and go to South Carolina with a Ibad of stuff' eveiQ^ 
week or two. When the chestnuts wereun, I’d pick ’em up and get 
the money for ’em, and I was glad to get to pick ’erh up ’cause 
I’d get the money for ’em. And. I was stingy with ’em as I could 
be, I’ll just tell you the truth! When’ I was little I thought every 
chestnut I picked up had to be sold. I did that starting vyh^en I 
was just a little girl, just big enough to pick^’em up. I’d go in the 
morning to get the ones that fell overnight. They. were, {usually] 
easy to gather, but sometimes you’d stick your finger {on the burr] 
and it’d hurt' You see, if the* nut* .hadn’t fallen out °bf the burr you 
co'uld stomp on them, or sometimes you could take your fingers 
and pick ’em out. ' . - " . t , 


-v£ " 

dr. jOhn brown: When I was a child, one of my earliest recollections 
was of going on alhday trips to Scaly Mountain on Sundays to pick 
up chestnuts and chinquapins. So many of the mountains up there 
which are bald, now at ^hat time ha.d tremendous chestnut trees 
[growing on them], I recall one Sunday afternoon we picked up 
five flour sacks full of chestnuts off the ground within a matter of 
two hours, then were on our way back dowjg here. We had so rhany 
w/e really didn’t know, what to do with them. We parched them, 
we boiled thenfi we used them in every way possible. 

My father had a general merchandise Store there at'Dillard, and 
one of the items he carried at all times in a little yard in front of 
there by the railroad tracks w r as a little staclTof chestnut wood. He 
got that, I suppose, from some of the sawmills around here, but 
the only use -that I can recall for the American chestnut at that 
time was to make coffins, or boxes, for people. It’s known for its 
resiliency to water damage and so forth, and the people here capital- 
ized on that. Elb McClure was a carpenter who made most of the 
coffins, or boxes, around here. I remember his coming and buying 
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enough wood from my father, chestnut wood [for 1 a particular-sized 
coffin]. He* had certain dimensions? l€e would say that he, needed 
so many feet of chestnut wood because this was for a <^hild, or s for 
amadult, and he had three different-size<jl boxes that he constructed 
for burial. My father also carried a certain amount of white satin 
spAkjfically to line the boxes that Mr. McClure constructed. [Mr. 
McClufO] would take' the wood .to an ©Id garage out here where 
there was a shop. He worked during the day and, he usually made 
coffins in tlfe evenings after he got. off [work].' 

That’s the only thing that I remember abourt the use of chestnut 
at. that particular time. It was used to some extefk for fenceposts 
and zigzag fences, but I don’t recall any furniture being made out 
of it, or anyone utilizing it for paneling until it became a fairly 
rare and endangered wood.’ * 

Th© chestnut blight, Endothia parasitica, was first noted in New 
York in 1904. Some sources say it was specifically introduced via 
a contaminated Chinese chestnut acquired by the New York Zoologi- 
cal Park in 1904, while other sources say it was introduced into 
the New England area in the lateffiineteenth century and not actually 
discovered until 1904. It spread out from New York, at a steady 
pace, and bef ore the middle of this century had covered the entire 
natural -range of the American chestnut in the eastern half of the 
United States* There are some isolated survivors which have either 
lived through the disease, or which for some unexplained reason 
have never gotter^ it. 

The blight is a fungus whose spores, spread by wind, birds, squir- 
rels, and other animals, enter the inner bark of the tree through 
openings in the outer* bark. It penetrates the sapwood, destroys 
the tissue, cuts off the flow of sap, /tnd^forms cankers in the bark. 
The "cankers may look sunken, or,, like It rough, corky swelling of 
the bark, and usually appear on the' math trunk or in the crotches 
of larger limbs. If not arrested, the cankers will eventually /-girdle 
the tree, and the portion of the tree above the girdled area will 
die. The blight does not affect the roots/which may live for years 
after the top part of the tree- dies. Many old chestnut stumps send 
up vigorous sprouts every year, which usually succumb to the blight § 
after a few years. Some of the sprouts reach bearing size before 
they die. 

Here we present some firsthand accounts from people in Rabun 
County that illustrate how a population dependent on (he American 
chestnut felt about the demise ojf the tree, 1 
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marie mellinoeR: The blight is -a parasitic fungus tliaOatJgps^Mfve - 
American chestnut. In 1904 some Chinese chestnut^ [were] brought 
into New York City and they were the host plants that carried the 
blight. The [Chinese chestnuts] weren’t affected by the blight, but 
they were the hosTplants. From New York City, it spread all over 
the whole country. -In 1938, eighty-five per cent of the chji$f|)y ts -■ 
in the Smoky Mountain* NationaPPark had been affiled pfildlled 
by the. blight, so you see, it moved westward very qui^ly. Tficvl.atin 
name for the blight is Endotfiia parasitica. "It actnalFk d estl ovt? the 
tissues of the bark arid girdles the tree, and ctits - pfi the flow of 
sap. First the bark, is enlarged, forming a cankerous ^^dwth,' and 
then “[h] sort of breaks./, upon, and yellow, powdery* spores come 
/out! Those spojes are Spread around by the wind and by birds ,and 
by>animals, and that’s why [the blight] continued to ^spread. - 

Jake yvALDROOP: The blight hit here around 193!? and on up to 
’42 or ’43. That’s when it hit. It came from out “of the. East and 
was traveling West. Where we lived up yonder, [there] was Bf-i-i-g 
“chestnut country right acrpss from us, we would [watch it], and it 
went right on and traveled West. You could just almost see [the” 
trees] ’a dying, they died so fast. After that blight hit, the bark 
went® to falling off of ’em. Two or three years after that the trunks 
began to [weaken] a pA a* windstorm’d come up and it’d be awful 
to hear them trees ’a failin’ in the chestnut belt. 

•[The blight would] just hit them trees. A band’d go right arourfd 
the tree and it’d girdle that tFee, just go around it, and (he. free 
would die. When we were clearin’ up new ground in these coves, 
why you could take your ax and go to a chestnut tree and just 
hack it, .didn’t have to cut it down, just hack around it, ai^id it would 
die. Well,, that’s what that blight did. Just went around that tree 
and it’d die. It grows on, .still tries to grow, and some of the sprouts 
will get as big as my leg, then that girdle [will] come around it 
and it *11 die. I’ve known - of a few in the last few years that’d get 
up big enough t6 bear chestnuts and then they’d die. 

People couldn’t understand it at first. Finally the Forest Service 
found out it came from Asia/shipped over in lumber or something, 
got into the United States, and got started. The worst lick to ever 
hit the. South, and the United States, in the timber line, was when 
they lost the chestnut timber,. 


noel moore: [When the blight hit], you could just see the trees 
dying. You could see them changing from time to time. One would 



die; the* leaves would turn hrown and fall off in the middle of the 
summer. Maybe the next would go ahead and finish out the summer. 
But people couldn’t believe it. They thought they’d come back. And 
it moved from y^ar to year. Af ter people saw what was really happen- 
ing, it really dawned on them what a tragedy it was. The government 
did some research on it when it first started getting real bad. But 
the old-timers in the mountains here blamed it on the worm. You’d 
go back and cut down a dead chestnut and it would be full of worm 
holes. And they thought that w r as what was killing the chestnut. 
But the worm came after the chestnut died. 

The blight is 5 a fungus^that gets in the sap, under the bark. It 
just goes around and cuts [the sap] off,|and that kills the tree. The 
bark is thick and you can take that and peel it off. And there’s a 
layer almost an eighth of an inch thick, that’s real gummy, [full of] 
sweet sap. You take a knife and scrape it up and it’s real good 
just to eat — [it has] a sweet, creamy taste. And that’s what the fungus 
strikes. And the fungus can’t live underground; that’s the reason 
we still have a few young [sprouts] come up yet. [A sprout will] 
make a little sapling before the fungus happens to hit it, because 
the roots underground are still green. And they’ll come out and 
grow. Usually [the trees] died pretty well in clysters. You could 
see [the blight] moving across „the mountains from one side to the 
other, or from the bottom to the' top. 

There was a mountain just across the- valley from where we were 
living at that time. It was a ridge like. It wasn’t very tall and it 
was covered up completely with chestnut trees. All of ’em were 
young trees. They was some of ’em, as much as twenty-four inches 
in diameter. And that’s where we’d usually go to get omvcrop of 
chestnuts. But they all died in one summer. Every one of ’em. They 
just quit having nuts. There weren’t any more. And there [used to 
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be] thousands of bushels of ’em shipped out of these 'mountains 
to cities. Thee was sold in the fruit stands and sidewalk stores in 
all the big cities because everybody iiked them, you know. 1 hey 
were cheap. 

'That, was one of the greatest losses of natural resources that this 
country lias ever suffered. It allot ted everybody that had am thing 
to do with timber in any way because the best crop of mountain 
wood was completely destroyed. ’Course, it lasted several years after 
thev all died because people kept going in the woods and getting 
[dead] timber. But it wasn’t like it would have been if they’d kept 
growing and people could have kept cutting them -green. What a 
monev crop that would be on the mountains if the blight hadn’t 
come. 

After most of the chestnut in’the southern Appalachians died, 
the gaps it left in terms qf the resources it provided had to be 
filled. The eff ect on people and domest ic and wild animals was great 
and many adjustments had to be made. In the following edited tran- 
scripts, people talk about how the loss of the tree affected them. 

iiARiR -melUnger: When you go through the mountains you see 
what we call sprout forests. The sprouts grow up [from old stumps] 
and they grow up maybe ten to fifteen feet, and then the blight 
gets them and thev die back again. But there are some big old 
trees left — there’s one on top of Brasstown Bald fin Georgia], and 
the whole tree is dead except for one branch that sticks out, and 
that one branch blooms and bears chestnuts. Because of the grain 
and the silvery color, the [dead] chestnut trees are called ghosts. 
'“'Wherever the bark was opened up, secondary things would get in — 
various kinds of fungi, worms, and bark beetles — and all the bark 
would come off. Chestnut wood lasts longer before it decays than 
any other wood, and the worm holes that people like so much in 
chestnut were made after the blight killed the trees. 

Several species of oak, and some hickory has come in to take 
the place the chestnut used to fill. Even though these trees also 
produce nuts, peoptle say there are fewer squirrels and turkeys than 
there used to be. But of course, there are a lot of other factors in 
. there-, -more logging, more developments, more roads, more every- 
thing. ° 

dr { john brown: In 1937 there were still some chestnuts here, but 
not too many — not as many as there were back in the latter twenties. 
T hie n I went off [to college] and I lost track of [the chestnut. 1 until 

I decided to buiid a home in Charleston, South Carolina, when I 

' \ . • • * ' • 
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was at the Medical University of South Carolina there. This was 

s - 

1950. At f^JUtime I remembered that some of the most beautiful 
wood that f nad ever seen, and some that was not indigenous, to 
the Charleston area, Was the American chestnut. So I came up [hei^e] 
one weekend and tried my best to talk with the sawmill peoplp around 
and tried to find some chestnut wood to put in the horrW I was 
building in Charleston. Lo and behold, I could find none; something, 
had happened to the chestnut during these years of my 
from here. So 1 went to Scaly Mountain, where I knew- that ttw^re 
were the most chestnuts of anywhere in this area that I had see 
as a boy. I did find one sawmill man up there who had six thousand 
hoard feet”, of wormy chestnut which he had just stacked over in 
one corner of his lumberyard; no one wanted it. I mean he couldn’t 
_seU-it.-- — ' • 
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So I said, “How much do you want for this?” Snow on the ground 
(this was wintertime), [and the wood] was covered with snow. We 
went over and looked at it. 

He said, “Gosh, it’s been here so long I’d almost give it to you 
to haul it off, but we do have some labor in this, so why don’t 
vou give me four hundred dollars for the whole stack.” 

Well, this was about four thousand board feet, as it turned out. 
I rented a tractor-trailer the next weekend. Snow was still on the 
ground, and we came all the way back up here from Charleston. 
Left Friday night, loaded 1 up our chestnut, and got stuck in the 
snow with th^ tractor-trailer up there. I had to get pulled out, and 
l finally gotjrack to Charleston on Sunday night with this load of 
chestnut, the most precious wood that I could have found. So we 
kiln-dried it and processed it. It- was enough to do all of the wood- 
work, including the trimming and including paneling two rooms 
with wormy chestnut. And it was the only house in the lower part 
of South Carolina that had wormy chestnut in it. The newspaper, 
the Charleston News Cornier, did an article on it and it was publicized 
quite well. We had a lot of visitors to see our house.. 

We moved frgm there in 1958 to Emory University, and we had 
to sell our house. We certainly did hate to lose it. Then [after] I’d 
been at Emory for eighteen year's, ! moved back up here, and I 
do notice a lot of difference in the presence [then], and the absence 
[now], of the chestnut. First in the game. We used to be able to 
get turkeys and squirrels everywhere. I’m not certain that we had 
as many deer then as we do now, as you know deer forage on other 
things a$ well. But there were a lot more squirrels,' and a lot more 
of other types of game. Turkeys in particular. I remember getting 
five turkeys on one hunt. You just don’t see that these days. There 
has been a noticeable decrease in the game. ^j| 

noel moore: After [the chestnuts] all died, the principal thing they 
used [them] for was pulpwood. The ground was coated with dead 
trees [and there were] dead skeletons stickin’ up all over the moun- 
tains, big w;hite skeletons. And the timber cutters would cut it in 
four-foot lengths and split it up and take it to paper mills, where 
they made it into paper. When it began to get scarce, the demand 
grew that much more for the worm-eaten chestnut, and all of it 
that had died was full of worm holes. They got to using that for 
finish work, for panel work — interior finishing. And the price has 
-skyrocketed. The scarcer it got, the higher it gqt. You can find just 
a few places that you can find a tree that is sound enough that it 
can be sawed into lumber yet. If you can find one, you could sell 
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< it for more than a dollar a foot; that’s more than a thousand dollars 

a thousand board feet. , 

There’s a man in Mountain City who has an orchard of Chinese 
chestnuts [which are resistant to the blight]. He has a terrible crop 
of them each summer, more than he can sell. But they’re not as 
good as the wild chestnuts. They don’t have a sweet nutty taste. 
But you can boil those or roast ’em, and that enhances the flavor. 
But the wild chestnuts you could eat raw, right after they fell, espe- 
cially wljen they were green. Before they dried, they were soft and, 
tender and you could chew ’em easy. 

Jake waldroop: You just can’t imagine how much it changed the 
looks of the mountains when the chestnut timber all died. When 
the chestnut- was there, why, it was usually a solid growth of it. 
^\nd when it died, it left great patches that just looked bare. People 
didn’t pay too much attention [when the chestnut first started dying], 
but later they began to realize what was happening, and they tried 
to save every piece of it. People go back in these mountains yet 
and hunt for these old sogs I told you about>. Now where that blight 
hit ’em, first the bark would fall off, and then the wood would go 
to crackin’. Sun cracks. And them cracks would be about every six 
inches plumb around that tree, and they’d go plumb to the heart, 
and all you could do with that then was make pulpwood out of it. 




It wasn’t no good for saw logs. Couldn’t get enough of it without 
j'a crack. But one never did get too dry’ or too dead but what they 
] could get the acid out of it. „ 

j [Instead of chestnut], people’d go ahead and make crossties out ^ 

of oak. Fact they could use about anything that grovved for rnakin’ 
crossties. But for telephone poles, they wasn’t nothin’ else here 
that they could u^e. Chestnut telephone poles is all- they used that 
grow in this country. They went further doycnumo the swampy coun- 
try and got cypress. For framing you Could, take hemlock — it made 
almost as good a framing as chestnut did. You could make framirig 
out of oak or poplar, but chestnut was the best framin’ that they 
was. And people way back yonder, when they built log houses, they 
was all built out of chestnut. Now they could use poplar after the 
chestnut died out, but they preferred the chestnut ’cause it was 
easier worked. Most all the old log houses yon" see are chestnut. 

For fencing, now they had to change over tef locust, sassafras, and 
\ mulberry for posts, but nothin’ else took the place of chestnut for 
rails, because everything else was too hard to split. Them chestnut 
rails, oh you could make them— Tve seen people take their ax and 
\split a great big long log with just an ax. „ 

\ Seems like the poplar come back more than anything else. Chest- 
nuts and poplar grew more in these bigger dark coves. ’Course 
the chestnut greyv everywhere on the south sides and all, but its 
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main favorite was to get in these dark north coves. That’s where 
the biggest, healthiest chestnut trees were. More moisture anytime 
than there is on the south side. About the time that the chestnuts 
disappeared, the oaks grew more, and there were lots. of acorns, 
and the hogs made it good on them, but they usually wouldn’t get 
as fat as they did on chestnuts. 

Very seldom do you ever see [a ghost chestnut tree]; They’re 
all down now. You might once in a while find one, but' not often. 
Lots of stumps, and sprouts where young growthrtrres to come back. 
Some of 'em will get up maybe eight to ten inches through, then 
that girdle, that strip come around and it dies. That blight was the 
awfules t lick that the South ever got. It hurt everybody because so 
many people could get to work because of the trees. They could 
get telephone poles, or make crossties, pulpwood for tannic acid, 
or paper. Economically, it was the worst blow this area ever had. 

It gave all the mountain people employment; the^ could work at 
that chestnut. A lot of people log now, but it’s noth i n’ -lifeeTU vvas 
back then when the chestnut was still here. / 

- People have been hunting sound logs awful clj^se, but there are 
still some. I know of some that are just as sound asTfiey ever were. 
Cut into ’em an 3 they’d be plumb white inside. You take this downed 
wormy chestnut (that’s what they get out of these old sogs), get 
that and make paneling out of it, and I guess it’s selling the highest 
now of any lumber on the market. 

Ever since the blight affecting the American chestnut was discov- 
ered in 1904, many different methods have been employed to control 
and/or eradicate it, some of them very simple, and some very sophis- 
ticated. A few of the approaches have shown promise, but, so far, 
none of them have met with real success. . 

The earliest methods were basically mechanical ones, relying on 
the. quarantine concept. The transport of infected trees was curtailed, 
areas containing newly affected trees were burned, and trees were 
clearcut in places ahead of the spreading blight. These efforts, may 
have slowed the spread of the fungus in some areas, but were not' 
effective in stopping it; 

Much searching has been done to find individual trees that are 
naturally resistant to the blight, and to. use them as breeding stock 
to replenish the forests. Some completely unaffected trees have been 
found, but there is a real question as to whether they are truly 
resistant, or whether they have somehow merely escaped infection. 
A greater number of trees have been found that have been affected 
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by the blight but that are still alive, demonstrating that they have 
a certain amount of resistance to it. These trees are usually so iso- 
lated that they do not have other chestnut trees close enough to 
pollinate them, and do not always produce fertile nuts. So far a . 
viable blight-resistant parent tree has not been found, but the search 
continues. 

, Experimentation has also been done to clone blight-resistant trees. 
TwigsTrom trees demonstrating varying degrees of resistance, but 
which do not bear fertile nuts, as well as twigs from vigorous sprouts 
that do not bear nuts, have been grafted; onto rootstocks of Chinese 
chestnuts and chinquapins, a related tree. This method has encoun- 
tered some problems with the grafts taking, but shows some promise. 
The point is to raise the grafted trees for seed production, an<Vto 
see if trees from -those seeds demonstrate resistance. Other methods 
of rooting twigs and sprouts have' no (\been "very successful. 

Efforts have been made to breed a blight-resistant American-type 
chestnut artificially by pollinaetng American’ chestnuts with pdllen 
from the blight-resistant Japanese and Chinese varieties. The idea 
is to end up with a hybrid combining the physical characteristics 
of the American tree with the blight-resistant qualities of the Japa- 
nese or Chinese. So far this technique has not resulted in a desirable 
hybrid that can reliably reproduce itself. 

Two methods using biological controls have been experimented’ 
with. Each method is seeking to find a fungus that will both counter- 
act the chestnut blight arid be able to be implemented on -a large 
scale. In one instance, soil from around the base of diseased trees 
was compressed onto the cankers, and it was found after; two to 
three months -to inhibit" the growth of the fungus in each treated 
canker. This method, as experimented with, is not workable on any 
large scale. The other method, employing a hypovirulent European 
strain of the blight to inhibit the virulent American strain, has shown 
much promise. Cankers inoculated with„the hypovirulent strain have 
eithef stopped growing, reduced in size, or healed completely in 
the great majority of test cases. Researchers are trying to determine 
whether ojr not the hypovirulent strairi will spread by itself, and if 
not, how to distribute.it artificially throughout the range of the Amer- 
ican chestnut. Apparently the European chestnut in France and Italy 
is making somewhat of a natural comeback due to the hypovirulent 
European strain of the blight combating their virulent strain of it. 
Exactly what causes the hypovirulent strain to inhibit the growth 
of the virulent one is not completely understood. 

Some researchers have worked to develop a chemical control, 
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or fungicide. Chemicals have been injected into the ground around 
the.base' of diseased trees, and act systemicaUy, due to their absorp- 
tion by the trees. Chemicals have al|so been sprayed directly onto 
the cankers of infected trees* The use of chemical fungicides has 
met with some success, but neither method would be easy to imple- 
ment on a large number of trees. ; 

Much experimentation is being’done to create artificially a mutant 
American chestnut with all the desirable physical characteristics and 
blight resistance! Some work has been done with chemical mutagens 
but much more has been done using high-energy radiation, espe : 
dally gamma rays. The focus of this work is to create a blight-resis-! 
taut mutant that will pa T ss on. its blight resistance genetically to its' 
offspring. The irradiated seeds, called thdsMi generation, are planted 
and used as experimental parent stock. The trees grown from thd 
seeds of these Mi trees, called the M 2 generation, are ffll ones that 
geneticists are interested in, because it is in the second generation 
of mutants that particular genetic traits are segregated. Theoreti- 
cally, it will take only one characteristically desirable M 2 tree, whiqh 
will pass on these traits to its seedlings [called the M 3 generation], 
to develop foundation stock to repopulate our forests with blight- 
resistant American chestnuts. Researchers in this field are optimistic 
that eventually the sought-after mutant will be produced. / 

The following information regarding the colleftion and propaga- 
tion of the American chestnut is summarized ’from material written 
by Dr. Albert Dietz, a research chemist who has worked for over 
twenty years trying to develop a blight-resistant American chestnut. 
This summary is geared toward the individual who will collec| his 
or her own chestniits from the woods and grow them on a small 
scale. / / ' a 

The best trees to select nuts from are those that have been affected 
by the blight but that show resistance due to the simple fact that 
they are still alive and producing nuts. In order to insure proper 
seed maturity, nuts should be harvested from a tree as soon as a 
few of the burrs on that tree begin to open. Carefully cut each 
burr off the limb close to the burr. Place the nuts in a sealed plastic 
bag in a basement or other coohplace. Check them every* day or 
two, extract any nuts from burrs that are opening, and pour out 
any collected moisture in the'bag. Repeat until all nuts are femoved 
from burrs. As the nuts are collected, seal them in a plastic bag 
and place in the refrigerator — desired temperature is between o°C 
and 4°C, or 32°F, and 40°F. 

Now you may treat the nuts for the presence of the chestnut weevil, 
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which is the larval stage of an insect that lays eggs on the burr or 
nut and that feeds on the nut meat. Heat a sufficient amount of, 
water to 50°C (i22°F), and, stirring gently, add the chestnuts. Main- 
tain this temperature for twenty ^minutes, stirring continually. Pour 
off the hot ^ e rradd cold water, and allow to stand about twenty 
'minutes, unffT me nuts cool to room temperature. Pour off water 
and wipe the nuts dry. / 

To stpre the nuts until planting time, mix them with barely moist 
peat moss (10^15 per cent moisture by weight) in the ratio of four 
parts nuts to orte part peat moss. Seal in a plastic bag and store 
in the refrigerator at the same temperature mentioned/earlier. Check 
nuts every two weeks for abojLit six* weeks, and if the peat moss 
appears to have absorbed too r/iuch moisture from the nuts, replace 
it with barely moist peat moss J Remove any moldy nuts, wipe them 
clean, and store separately, but do not dispose of them, as they 
may Still germinate. j - j . ^ ■> 

Check nuts by the middle of February for germination. Those.. 
that have sprouted will have to be planted immediately. Otherwise 
wait until late March or early April to plant. Chestnuts must be 
carefully planted in a suitable locaiionr'The location should have 
full sun and well-drained--soifatlcasr a footffeep, with a pH below 
pH 6, preferably pH 4.5. A bandy loam is very ^Lesirabl€. The area 
should bp one in which no jbuman or animal wastesffH^p been al- 
lowed to accumulate, due to jthe possible presence of soil organisms, 
which can last a hundred years, and which can attack the roots of 
the seedlings. Work the gyound to a depth off eight inches, and 
remove all clods and gtonesl. Make two-inch-deep furrows six inches 
apart, and place nuts six inches apart in furrows with the flat side 
down. Press the nuts firmly, into the soil, cover with one inch of 
loose soil, and press it down so one-half inch of soil covers the 
nut. Cover the entire seedbed with one or two inches of mulch* - 
preferably peat moss, not leaves 'or sawdust. The seeds are still 
edible through August, and rtiay have to be protected from birds 
and rodents. Sheet metal pounded eight inches into the ground 
around the bed will keep but mice, and a one-foot-high frame, cov- 
ered top and Sides with one-half inch of hardward cloth, will kee^, 
out the birds and squirrels. Do not use any fertilizer, either chemical \ 
or organic. Keep the bed free of weeds. Give the seedbed two inches 
of water a week during pry spells. Seeds that have been collected 
frpm the woods should sprout in roughly thirty days. Leave seedlings 
in the seedbed through-the end of the second growing season. The 
next spring, transplant them one foot apart into rows four feet ap art . 
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After two more growing seasons, transplant them to their permanent 
site, at least ten feet apart in rows at least ten feet apart. 

Chestnut seeds rpay be grown in pots if you wish to give them 
special care. UseVfoam plastic*tup six inches deep, large milkshake 
size; “3.2 T 32” is stamped on the bottom of the cup, which means 
it has a^capacity of thirty-two ounces. Make three to. six one-quarter- 
inch holes in the side of the cup, one-fourth inch above the bottom 
for drainage. Place small stones in the cup one-half inch deep and 
fill the cup tb on^Jialf inch of the top with commercial potting, 
soil or a fifty-fifty mixture of a sandy loam soil and peat moss for 
this purpose.' Put one seed in each pot, cover the seed with one- 
half inch of soil, and water sparingly. Shade the sides of the pot 
but allow the full sun on the plant. 

After the first growing season and in the fall before freezing 
weather, transplant the seedling (taking care to remove the seedling 
from the pot without disturbing the root^) to a nursery environment, 
and mulch with peat moss, wood chips, or bark chips. Do not.attempt 
to hold the seedlings in pots overfhe winter. The roots will freeze, 
and the seedlings will be lost. 

The transplanting site should have the same characteristics as 
the seedbed. Transplanting should be done while the tree is dor- 
mant, between about October 15 and April 1. The weather should 
ideally be 50°-6o°F and cloudy or overcast, but not raining. To 
protect the trees’ roPts, avoid days that are windy or below 44 °F. 
Prepare the trees’ ,ne\V site before digging them up. Dig holes nine 
to twenty-four inches in diameter, depending on . the size of the 
tree.- Holes should be at least three inches deeper than the longest 
root— eighteen inches should be deep enough. The^ following in- 
structions are for transplanting trees one at a time. Dig up the tree 
carefully, by first making an incision the full length of the shovel 
blade all around - the tree about ten inches from the trunk. Then 
reinsert the shovel blade its full length and lift up by pushing down 
on the shovel handle, being careful to get the blade under the whole 
root 'system, so as not to damage the roots. Immediately wrap the 
root ball in burlap and carefully transfer to the new site. Unwrap 
the burlap and carefully place the root ball in the new hole in such 
a way that the tree will be planted at the same depth it was before 
you dug it up. Fill the hole with dirt, constantly monitoring the 
depth and making sure the trbe is standing straight. Press the dirt 
down, using your full weight. Thoroughly wet the newly compacted 
soil with water, cover the wet soil with dry soil, and gently press 
the dry soil down with your foot. Stake trees -that are more than 

. . / 


/ 


MEMORIES OF THE AMERICAN CHESTNUT 42 1 

five feet tall so the wind does not bend them so much that the » 

roots are loosened in the soil. Mulch trees with two or three inches 
of peat moss. 

We would like to extend special thanks to Dr. Albert Dietz, a 
research chemist from- Ojiio who has done a tremendous amount 
of research and experimentation on the American chestnut, and 
-< Katharine Bryan, the publicity director for Stronghold, Inc., in Mary- 
land, for all the energy, expertise, and support they have given us, 
both in producing this article and in starting our own small experi- 
mental project of growing 'Arfierican chestnuts. 

Stronghold, Inc., an organization committed to finding a blight- 
. • resistant American chestnut, has a limited number of seeds and 
v seedlings available at a reasonable cost to people seriously interested 
; in joining the effort. Individuals wishing to support Stronghold’is 
f activities may take out a membership with the organization. Included 
in the membership is Stronghold’s Bulletin, informing members of 
their activities and the progress made in tfiem. For information on 
buying seeds and seedlings, membership, and the bulletin,' w$te 
to: Katharine Bryan, Publicity Director, Stronghold, fnc., 36i8 Glen-; 
eagles Drive 1 , Silver Springs, Maryland 20906. • >. \ 


THE HOMEPLACE 


r B lhis three-part section is 
> I a result* of -an almost 
-A- accidental merging of 
three separate student activities that were going on simultaneously 
during our 1978-79 school year. ' 

The first began after the chance discovery of an almost complete, 
but abandoned, farm on a dirt road miles from any town. The log 
house. land the log outbuildings still stood,* but they were nearly 
' hidden by brush and vines, and the sense of loneliness anddoss 
was overwhelming. I told the students in one of my classes about 
it, and two of them adopted the farm as their project. The story 
of Hattie and Arthur Dills is the result, j 

The second came about through a class assignment that I make 
every year: Find the oldest living accessible member of your family, 
and with that person’s help, draw a cofriplete, f floor plan of the house 
in which he or she was raised. Label evei^ piece qf furnittire, and* - 
then take each wall in turn and locate windows, doors, shelves, mir- 
rors f pictures — everything they can remember. John Crane came 
up with an unexpected bonus when his grandmother, Betty, told 
him that she thought part of her old log homeplace, now on govern- 
ment land, might still be standing. John and his father spent a week- 
end hunting, ..and they found it; and because of that direct connection 
with a rather surprising, almost impossibly difficult past, I’m con- 
vinced John is a somewhat different human being; 

The third happened when two of my students were about to inter- 
view Harvey J. Miller, an old friend of ours, for the first time, and 
they didn’t know what to ask hin\, We spent an hour at a motel 
/ breakfast that day talking about it, and because Harvey is a journalist 
and has a keOn eye for detail, I encouraged them to get Harvey to 
help them draw up a floor plan of his childhood home, and a map « 
of the farm on which he was raised, knowing that each time he 
began to talk about a separate outbuilding, a series of recollections 
- and stories wtmld follow. They used that strategy, andean hour and 
a half later, gll three were still completely engrossed. It was the 
befst interview eith'er of the two has ever done, and the information 
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they collected that day meshed perfectly with what former students 
had already collected from Harvey. • 

The three projects were brought together in this section because 
of a troubling realization: Though for years students have docu- 
mented isolated artifacts and activities from their culture, they have 
not yet attempted to bring these artifacts and activities together in 
their proper context — the total home environment in which they 
were used or occurred. This section is an attempt to address that 
need— to create -something of a whole out of what; until now, has 
been a collection of pieces. ’ - 

' BEW 


THE ABANDONED HOMESTEAD ' 

At the beginning of the quarter, Wig told us about an abandoned 
farm nearby that sounded interesting .to Shayne and me. Wig said 
* he was riding around one day tip near Caitoogachaye, North Caro- 
lina, and came to a road he’d| never been down before. The dirt 
road went by an old homesteaq that consisted of several log build- 
ings — a large main house, harp, cribs, and other outbuildings. 

Jake Waldroop, an old friend we consult on' many subjects, lives 
nearby. We went to talk to him about the farm — who owned the 
place and why they had moved out leaving so many of their things 
there. He' told us that he kne\i? the man who had lived there but 
that he was in poor health ‘and! several years ago had gone to stay 
with his sister, Hattie. He told jus how to get to her house. That’s 
how we met Arthur Dills and his sister, Hattie Dills Kenny. They 

told us about the farm. i 

1 % 

The kitchen was standing wljien their parents bought the farm, 
and the main house was added; to the kitchen. Hattie said, “I was 
four years pld [when the main house was built], and I’m eighty- 
seven. So it was built eighty-three years ago by Pa [Vance Dills] 
and Tom McDaniel and Hyman Carpenter. They cut and hewed 
the logs and chinked them and daubed them. There was no bed- 
rooms. They was two beds in the kitchen, four in the big house, 
and that’s all we needed. That was a big place in there. [Upstairs 
in the big house] were old barrels, boxes, and such as' that — just 
junk that they didn’t want down for people to see. And Pa had 
< poles hanging up to dry his tobacco on. We cooked on the fireplace 
in the kitchen. There was an iron piece that went plumb across 
the chimney, and there was a hook in the middle of it to hold up 
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\J Dills, parents of Hattie and Arthur. 
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PLATE 443 Hattie as a young 


\ PLATE I44 . . . and her husband. 


pots. I was about sixteen years old when we got our first [Wood] 
stove. It was a cast-iron one, four eyes. We fiad some big round 
pans that'had handles, on thejm. Thiere were fdur of them.” j 
Neither Arthur nor Hattie: had been up to the old homeplace 
for about five years. When they .went^back, they found that someone 
had gone into the house and; taken just about everything they had 
left." Hattie said, ‘‘Everything was tore to pieces^ They broke in, 
tore it down, and messed it Up, and it was some sight when I last 
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seen iL They stole the organ, the guns, the sewing machine, a big 
cherry table, the beds, pictures, the clock, all the tools, everything. 
They stole it all.” 

We asked Hattiejflnd Arthur if they would ride over to the farm 
someday and shop us around, tell us about the buildings, what 
they had all .been' used for. So on pretty Sunday afternoon, we 
all went up together and got these photographs and taped Hattie 
as she .told us haw the farm had once looked. 

, j kim wall and shayne smith 

■vt . r 

The diagram (Plate 445) drawn by Shayne shows the paih we 
took around the homestead, starbqg at our car and ending by walking 
up the road back to the car. \ 1 

The pictures and text on the following pages are presented in 
* sequence as Hattie took us front building to building, telling us 
^ about each area. We recorded her comments as she made her way 
around the once well-kept farm, remembering how it had looked 
in her parents’ time and when Arthur, a bachelor, was in good health 
and lived there. 

When we first got out of the Blazer, Hattie showed Kim the corn 
crib with the overhang (Plate 446). 

“Now, across here from that post to this’un [the posts supporting 
the overhang, Plate 447] they had a heavy thick plank, and they 
made their tools on that plank, y’know, and they was put back up 
there [in the loft]. Tools of every kind [went* in the loft].— hoes, 
rakes, shovels, things like that. And [they] used the Tack for^a coyn 
crib. Nobody didn’t steal nothing then like they'do nt>w.” 

We asked if they kept a wagon under the overhang. 

“No, they used that to^thraw wood and to work on their things 
. they was a’making. Pa made a wagon under there- and put it up 
[in the barn]. They was a big barn right here [just across the road].” 

We spotted a freshly dug road and asked Hattie about it. 

“Well, I’m a ’gonna ask Art. Now that’s alP happened since we 
was up here, by granny. . 

“Art, where are you at? They’re making a road here right jn the 
middle of your field! Come here and look! (He see’d something 
he wants! I’m afraid he’ll fall.) 

“My son owns some land back in there— about twenty-one acres. 
Maybe they’ve gone over on him. Arthur! Look’a here. They’re mak- 
ing a road in your field! (Lord, no, I’ve hoed corn and picked beans 
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and everything else many, many 'times there, and I want you to 
look at the poplar trees. Lots .can happen in twenty-five years.) 

“Art, they went up there and they come right back down there. 
I don’t know what they’re doing. They’re makirf a road, it looks 
like. Now come and look’a here what a one, I guess they done that 
when that fire was out, man.” 

Art says, “That road goes on.” 

Hattie:*“They’s another one down here. I guess they done that 
when that fireHvas out to keep it away from these buildings. That’s 
what I guess they done this for. They’s another’n right out there. 
That’s what it’s for. To stop that fire.” 

Art: “It don’t amount to nothin’, I don’t think.” 

Hattie: “Now that was a corn crib [Plate 448]. They wasn’t [a 
loft] in the top. They wasn’t even no top in ft. That’s a Royal red 
apple tree fto the right of the crib] that my daddy set out just a 
day or two before he died. 

[Arthur has a roll of wire he found in the crib.] “I don’t know 
what he’s got. Something he wants. You didn’t see nothing of a 
piece of chain up there [in that crib], Arthur? I’d lov^ to have a 
chain to put me a lock on that house out there down home. It’d 
take a piece almost that long [about a foot]. We used to have all 
kinds of log chains and trace chains' that went to hook up the horses 
or the steers. Had to have chains, you know.” 

Kim asked Hattie and Arthur if they wanted to walk to the house. 

Hattie: “Well, , we have to if we see anything about it. I hate to 
go through this mess [the path has grown up in weeds, Plate 449].' 
You could see a pin in the road [they used to keep it so clean]. 
We kept it dug out. They great! . . . I can’t get over that mud, I 
don^t believe . . . I’ll try it [she makes it]. We had a foot log hepe. 
We had this in cultivation right alpng in here [to the right of the 
path], „ • 

We asked Hattie if this was th'e potato house [Plate 450]. 

? “Yep. And the fruit cans were stored in it, too. Well, it’s fell in. 
That was once a tight place. You see, the cans went on that side 
and the potatoes there. [Someone] took the door off from there, I 
reckon.. It’s gone. 

“I’d love to know what this is out here [Plate 451]. I think that 
must; have bgen the chicken house, blow, that’s where we kept the 
chickens. 

“These old shoes have lasted, but now I can’t hardly walk in 
’em. | 

Hattg 1 : “There was some of the best grapes ever/I ate [from these 



vin'es beside the chicken house]. They come plumb on out here 
[out away from the house]. 

“We made potatoes in here [a nearby bottom]. 

“Well, you might have turned . me out here and I wouldn’t 
a’knowed it was home.” 

[Plate 452: A view of the main house on the left and the spring- 
house on the. right, arrow.] 

" “hDver there ’s the ap pie trees rotten and fell down — the first ones. 
Don’t seem possible that that cpuld be that big field of apples. 

“Now, that’s where we kept the milk and butter [that’s the spring- 
house]. Right up yonder’s the head of the spring and it came down 
through there, and then we had a trough that we d catch the watei 
in to take to the house to us^ Right there at that old willow tree. 
And [the yard] used to be full of roses but I ?ee they’ve all died. 
Looks to me like a wild grape vine’s in it now. 

“That’s the apple trees. One of ’em was a horse apple and th 
other one was a buff. This’ un down here was a . . . now, let me 
see . , . I’ll think of it directly. 

“[There were apple trees] away up on that mountain there [Plate. 





4531- That’s growed up there since we J&ft. That field was away 
up yonder. Yotpsee where the old fepfce row went around there? 
Well now — it was away up there. Them trees has growed there since 
I left here. Yeah, they was a row ofVapple trees. There was a yellow 
apple tree, had brown spots on ’em/ was the best things. And then 
they was two rows of apple trees went plumb across and four above 
them up in there. i . , •, 

“[The fence] went plumb around the field and down and back. 
All X > f it. No — down that way. You ..can’t see near all of it unless 
you was on top of tfiat hill there. Th^re’sjyhere the : most of the 

land is. / _ 

“My shoes are so slick I can’t stand up. I’ve had one broke hip , 
and I’d better be careful. * ' 

“I might find me a piece of chain here. There’s one bench still 
standing there. They ; was two — one on each side. And this was . . . 
now somebody had to tear that 'Out! I wouldn’t care if that road 
was in Jerusalem! 






“There’s a little toilet that goes on the back. But that’s the smoke- 
house where we kept our meat and apples [Plate 453]. " 


“Pa set out [these Bowers] just for a show. They smell good. 
I’ll take that’un to the house. My parents set out these bushes [Plate 
454]. One set one thing out and the other’n another. My dad set 
that out. He brought it from Georgia. But it never bprein his lifetime. 
It was just a little bit of a ’thing. 

“(That blown-over evergreen] was one of them big trees. They 
wasn’t that high [six feet] when I left here. I’ll take that [sprig from 
the tree] home and set it out. Just put it down in the ground. That’s 
the way he done that. 

“Are we going on in? No, there’s too many briars thataway. I’m 
just scared of slipping on these old shoes,.. They’re slick. 

... ; . ' 

" ; 
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“Now,- boy, let me tell you, that’s good to be as old as it is! 
[She points to the kitchen end of the house.] That was here when 
[our parents] moved here. And my older sister’s done a hundred 
years old — she's dead, (hough — and all the rest of ’em was born 
here. Now, they was logs went plumb out across here and we’d 
set on them and this was jirSt as pretty as it could be. 

“Well* what in the name of God you reckon ^they done with the 
plank they took off from here? They’ve even come and got the table 
legs, and the [pie] safe, and the stove. Well . . .John Brown! 

“This was our kitchep. You see how big it was? They’ve got the 
safe. They’s an old cupboard in there but they took the glass safe 
and the stove. . ‘ 

“Looking at this thing and the way it used to be is. something 
else. What about them logs! [they’re still in good shape, Plate 455]. 
Oil yeah 7 ~they keep coming and wanting to buy ’em but [Arthur] 
won’t sell- ’em.” 

Hattie comments to us as she looks into the living-room area, 

“Now, on the other side is where the [sewing] machine was and 
Hyman Carpenter and Pa and Tom McDaniel built that chimney, 
and Pa and what little help he could get built the house. He done 
the fixin’ of the logs. 

“Now, then — when I was here before, somebody had come and 
broke [the bushes] all down to see it and they was just bare and 
look at ’em now. They’re boxwoods — that’? what they’re called. 

“Agd there’s the big pear tree. 

“I want you to look and see if you can find a little piece of chain. 
You know, like trace chains and such as that.” 

Art: “No, no — I’ve been all over it now, and upstairs and all.” 

Hattie: “The heavens and the earth! This was a beautiful floor. 
And there was a chimney. That’s the biggest hearth rock ever I 
saw in my life. It’d get hot of a night and boy, it’d keep the w.hole 
house warm all night. Tore the mantelpiece down . . . um-m-m. 

“Now, there’s where, the sewing machine was. In there.: See, you 
can put several things' in there. You know, that chimney’s a’bending 
that way, ain’t it? 

“They was four beds [in the living room] and two in the kitchen. 
They was plenty of beds. ; 

“Well, there’s them big planks that [have] stayed there so long 
[Plate 456]. Somebody’s cut a piece offa them* Here’s where we 
had the coffee mill. You turned it like this to grind your green 
coffee after you parched it.” 

We asked why the coffee mill was on the porch. 

“Weil, we always kept it out there. [That boafd] was to hol'd the 
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mill steady. It come odt here and turned thataway. Up here went 
a little round thing about like a teacup. Enough to pour coffee in 
to make a "gallon. Well, then you parched it and poured.it in there 
and then you turned th^ handle this way to grind it. Then you 
poured it in that little kettle and in a few minutes you had coffee. 
Parched it on slow coals in a oven. I’ve parched a’many, a’many 


panful. ' 

“And that’s the shop over there. 

“Lord, have mercy! That loft’s still good, ain’t it? Yep. They took 
the beds, the springs, the quilts, the pillows, everything else. And 
took the top offa that dresser; It had a big glass in it.” 

Hattie and Kim walked through the swampy bottomland to one 
of the outbuildings. 

“Well, you’ve got all the buildings now, have you?” 

We fold fjer we were still missing two. 

“Well, couldn’t you get ’em without me a’going over there?” 

»We assured her we could:! We pointed out a building across the 
field that she didn’t see. 

“Straight across where? I don’t see nary a one. You mean they’s 
a house over there? I wanta go see it! Well, I’ll go and see that. I 
can’t remember nothing about that. How do we get over there? 
..Scratch couldn’t get through that! We’re gonna cross a branch here 
somewhere. [Let’s go] right through here. Now, there’s a ditch here 
'somewherp. . \ 

“You reckon you can cross it? Well, you cross and gimme your 
hand and I’ll go, too! I didn’t think I 6ouldjump it, but I did!” 

Kim says, “.Oh yeah, I knowed you pouldf I had faith, in you!” 
He shows Hattie the little trail. . 

“I remember it now [Plate 457]. We put the potatoes back there? 
There’s the dirt that covered them. And the loom’s up there. 

“They put that in there after I left here, for it was over at the 
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house up in that chicken house. There s part of it. There s a treadle. 
Somebody’s pulled it all out. Wonder where the beam is? It was a 
big round thing. 

“Lord, what a destruction! Destruction. Let’s go on out. II I had 
all the cloth that’d ever been wound around on that, I wouldn’t 
need nothing else.” 

We asked her if she wanted to take the loom back. 

“No, I don’t. It’s all rotten ■ What could I do with that thing without 
the rest of it? And most of it s rotten. Let s go out here to the 
top qf the hill and look over in the field. 

“| Down'stairs in this building] they kept Irish potatoes. That s 
all. They just called it the little outhouse.” 

Kim asked her why most of the buildings were built so low. 

“I don’t know why. I reckon they just wanted ’em that way.^ 

“This used to be a wagon road [Plate 458]. Yeah. It ain’t growed 
up, is it? Let’s go on out there where the grape vines' were. Cornfield. 
Find the stakes that the vines was up on. There was a long row of 
’em. Right across there. That’s what they call the oats — used to 
plant oats in it. And then down here— down in yonder — was a pasture 
and this here was where we made the sweet ’taters. Right along in 
there. And I want you to look at the trees! 

“I’m gonna get me a black-gum toothbrush [Plate 459]. Birch 
* .don’t chew good and soft like black gum. We used to come out 
oyer here a’toothbrush huntin’ when the young’uns was asleep. 

[4 dropped one of them .things, but one’s enough. 
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“[Our land] ran plumb across the top of the hill out there. Wood- 
la nd. T he pasture was right down in there. < 

“How come the road didn’t grow up? Eve ry thinjjyelsedid.I-went 
up there one time — had an old broke-nose steer — to get a load of 
wood and he fell dowa — we couldn’t get him up. I said to my sister, 
‘What’ll we do with him?’ He [had a pile of] wood on. behind, you 
know.. , 

“She Said , ‘ W ell, f dorf’t. know.’ Finally we kept hollering and 
holering and he got up, and we brought our kindlin’ on to the 
[House, \ ' ^ _ • • 

“If I hadn’t come see’d it myself, nobody could’ve ever made 
me believe that this was the pasture. [Kim finds the fence.] Yeah, 
what about that? 

j “Right off down in there, there’s two big apple trees that ,was 
tlie best things when they got ripe that ever was— right at the/ foot 
iff this little hilk .’ 1 ’ 

“Law, when we was young’uns, right down in there is : where we 
■ went to^play. Go to Sunday school of a morning down here in a 
little log cabin. Come back and go .down in there and play. And 
all of ’em’s dead and gi^ne but us that we played with. Had two 
horses down in there we' usually rode: 

“What about that! There goes the fence! It goes down yonder 
and back over to the. road, and used to come up the road but the 
| new] highway tore it down. ? . 

v “I remembered that little- old house after we got up there to -it: 
But I don’t know who moved that loom over there. Allen, maybe. 
He lived there a lot after Ma and Pa died. There wasn’t no electricity. 

' v. “That was the little bottom we made corn in, all the way up to 

'• where the fence went across [out from the blacksmith shop]. [Inside 
the* blacksmith shop: Pa looked after the buildings when he was 
alive.] None of ’em started to fall that he didn’t fix. - 

“They ain’t a piece of chain or nothing nowhererX That container 
" was used] to drop the nails and the pieces of stuff that they were" 
using in. And the anvil sit right there. But it’s off down at town.” 
We asked Hattie if her father put his grape vines on a trellis, j 
T “Oh yeah. He tended to his stuff. [From the grapes] we made juice 

and jelly and sometimes he’d make some wine. They was a sweet 
grape but they was red. ’-’ 

Hattie noticed a path. ' 

“Wonder what they’ve been a’goin’ out through there for? I’d 
\ love to know. i. 

“Them plum trees is still there! Now we, had fence about four- 
/:" ■ feet high — palin’s, they called ’em, garden palin’s — a railing across 
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,' n ^|t y; r CK> Uonr and one up Here. You nailed one at the bottom and 
one up there — and somebody’s took them all down and left — all 
the way around it till the chi^kqns couldn’t get ir^ We half chickens, 
guineas, ducks, geese, hogs, sheep, and cattle. And generally, one 
horse. Is that where we crossed the branch? 

“We tended that in corn, t6o [between the shop an <4 the house]. 
That was the garden, nothing but just vegetables. And the grape 
vines went all the way around the bottom there. There’s some plum 
trees now. •< 

“[The other side of the road] was tended irt corn. And water- 
melons- — we made watermelons up there every year. 

“And I had a Irish potato patch right there. Pa was bad to move 
tyfc Irish potato patch but the sweet potato patch stayed in the same 
place — way over yonder where we went right below the road there. 

‘ '“We had plums, yeah; And they would be the best things. Now,- 
Ma’d make all kinds jof stuff out of them — preserves and jelly. Pa 
brought them plum trees from Georgia— little bitsey things. 

(“Makes a body feel bad to come back and look at such a mess 
as it’s in.’’ 


We drove Hattie and Arthur back over to their house. A double- 
ox yoke hangs over a beam on the front porch [Plate 460], and' 
from a,tool shed behind the house, Arthur got a single-ox yoke to 
show us [Plate 461]. Arthur also showed us a kettle they still have 
that is over a hundred years old [Plate 462], and Hattie spread 
out a quilt she had made [Plate 463"]. 


"WE MOVED AWAY TO . . . LICKSKILLET . . 

Betty Crane is my grandmother. Of course I am prejudiced, but 
she is no ordinary grandmother. At eighty-three years of age, she 
lives alone, chops her own wood, and feeds wild birds chopped 
nuts from her hand. ; ‘ 

While we were interviewing her about her life, she told us about 
the old log house she lived in when she was young. This house 
, got my curiosity up, so my father and I went searching for it. We 
found it and although it was falling down, we have included accounts 
of it and pictures. and a diagram as my grandmother remembered 
it. Betty Crane is a special woman and I hope you enjoy reading 
about her. * 


JOHN CRANE 


. -Interviews and text by John Crane 
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My mothef came from North Carolina. She was Maggie Vinson, 
and she married Ab Burrell. He was from Georgia. They run away , 
and got married down at the RusselllBridge when they was young. -- 
The bridge was in South Carolina, and they crossed the bridge and 
got married. Mr. Russelfwas 'the justice of the peace. He was from 
down around Bine Mountain. 

I was born in Highlands on May 19, 1895, and then we moved 
ajvay to what they ..-call- Liekskillet, Mown under the mountain. I had 
te a^ rothers and sisters, including myself. 

Poppy worked at Toxaway when they was building that dam, and ■? 
then he worked ^at Wagner’s mine if you ever knew where that was 
, at. They mined garnets. Blue Valley. He worked them mines. I used 
to go down there with ’em and in them tunnels. He had his pick, 
and his hat with a candle holder, I guess it was, that hung on his 
cap. And they had a shop where they kept their picks and things. 
They had bellows that they pumped up there to heat their things 
on, and an anvil to beat them on. They made their own charcoal. 
They got their fire to burning and then they 1 got dirt and covered 
it up and smoldered it and made coal. All them things I can remem- 
ber better than I carf something today. [They didn’t have to have 
huge dirt mounds for the charcoal.] They didn’t need that much. 

It was like a ’tater hill only bigger. 

He was a dynamiter in the mines. They drilled by hand. One 
[would] turn the drill and the other hit it. I’d be afraid to do that,* 
wouldn’t you? I’d be afraid I’d miss! It was rough work, and every 
time he did a lot of blasting, he’d have a sick headache. He’d have 
to stay over there until the weekends, and then he’d come home. 
They had sheds [to stay in] and cooks to cook for them. 

We didn’t have no wagon at. all when we lived at Lickskillet. We 
just had a horse that we’d ride sometimes. Go to the mill or some- 
thing like that, you know. [When Poppy came home on weekends] 
they must have come in wagonloads from out at Toxaway to High- 
lands, and then he’d walk from Highlands on home. Then go back 
pn Sunday evening. 

/ With him gone most of the time, we had to work. We ain’t like 
children now. Children now don’t have to work like when I w'as 
growin’ up. Soon as you was big enough to hold a hoe handle in 
your hand, you’d have to go after it. And, Lord, I’ye plowed many 
a day. Had a yoke of oxen and a turning plow after we moved to 
. lower Tessentee. I’d plow all day with a turning plow. Used a single 
"plow first, but after they got a turning plow* we used that — did 
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most of it. with a mule or oxen. I used two oxen. They’d just creep 
along.' slow. I kriowed how to do it. I had a whip. I didn’t whip' 
’em much, but they was afraid I might. I had reins. Pulled ’em 
whicjbgyer way you wanted ’em to go. Then you would just plow 
onefsfper] when you was cultivating with a single plow.^Then they 
got lat«T on they had those sweeps you could use. That would get 
the whole balk at once. What we called a balk was the space between 
' the rows — just the ground. Have to run three times with a single 

plpw. ' * ■ \ 

But I' was a boy when I was growing up. Didn’t know much about 
housekeeping. Still don’t know too much. I liked the outside. T still 
get out here every day and split the wood ’cause I just can’t ‘stand 
without splitting it. / / • ; • 

* . - f • • 

We raised tobacco. ,Poppy always had to have a tobacco patch 
where we’d have to catch the worms off the tobacco sometimes, 
and keep the tobacco suckered. They don’t sucker it anymore like 
they jilsed to! They used to take the suckers off and there was all 
big leaves, but they don’t do that anymore. Now they don’t even 
top tobacco anymore. We used to top it. , 

To put the tobacco up, Poppy’d cut it down and split the stalks 
down the middle -into pieces and. straddle them over poles, you 
know, and hang them up in the barn to dry. Then on damp days 
we had to twist the tobacco. Some used to put honey in it sometimes, 
but I don’t think he did. ‘ ; 

, We had bees. We didn’t have rhanjy gums, but we could get honey 
d from anybody. Nearly everybody had bees back then. Hollowed- 
out logs [were whit] you made your gums out of. Put sticks in them 
crosswise [for them] to build their honey oni 

And we raised beans, onions, potatoes, lettuce' mustard, turhip 
greens, whatever we could get. \Ve had to s>|tve pur onion seed, 
and we’d have onions that’d make (buttons on: the top. Then we’d 
\plant them and they’d make onions. Saved all our seed. We never 
knew what it was to buy them. We’d dry them and keep them in a 
rag of •some sort-hang ’em up. [And the mice never got them.] 
We had cats and dogs. We never bothered about mice much. 

We planted by signs. And they’d kill the hogs on a certain time 
of the moon. The meat’d be puffy jif it was a certain time, and at 
other times it’d be greasy. And thejy say your stakes w'On t stay in 
‘ the ground a certain time, but I’ve Iforgot just w r hat that was. And 
they’d cut our hair at hdme and alwkys used to put it under a rock, 
but I don’t know why. l4eep the eviljspirits aw^ay, Freckon. 

There were all kinds of things we believed. If a rooster crowed 
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in the middle of the day, it was going to be falling weather. And- 
my daddy, if a hen crowed, why, he went right out and caught her 
and wrung her neck quick as he could. Bad luck, he said. Bring 

you bad luck if you\ didn’t kill her. 

[Sometimes they told ghost stories.] Lord, it geared me to death 
for people to tell them. I’d be so scaredNj wouldn’t sleep a wink. 
My sister, she wasn’t afraid of nothing. I was afraid of the dark. 
She’d get me outdoors after dark and then she’d run off and leav'e 
me and just scare me to death nearly. 

And I don’t know' if they really did or not, but there w'as one 
old lady lived down here on Gold Mine. They said she could witch 
anybody’s cow and make her go dry, or die, or all things like that, 
but I never did believe it. She’s dead now and I’d rather not say 
much abput it, but didn’t too many people like her. 

There were peach trees all around the house. We had to clear 
all our land-fence it wath split rails. We’d carry rails. Poppy’d. split 
’em. It tickles me to see people making a fence now. They don’t 
know a thing about it. They don’t put a stake in the corner— a post 
in the corner. What they do is put it in the wrong side. It just 
tickles me to see people trying. Our fences were ten rails high., 
and there were. stakes in the corners [on the inside] to keep them 
from getting pushed over. We’d fence in [the gardens]. 

[For milking] you’d have to go and hunt [the cows]. We’d keep 
the milk and butter right in the spring — no springhouse. Sometimes 
have to go for miles hunting for the co'w or the calves. Have to 
go maybe two or three miles to find the cow, but we had bells on 
them. Never lost one. 

And we had chickens all over the place. Had a little barn with a 
loft in it to keep the feed, and little old stalls to keep the calves 
in. One or two stalls. ■. \ 

And we had our own hogs. The hogs run out, then, you know?' 
in the forest and we had plenty of hogs. Our mark was a smooth 
crop and an undercrop on the left and a crop under! the right. Pop- 
py’d just get out and kill us a hog. 

j To cure meat — we’d put it out on the table and get it salted d©wn 
land hang it up and let it dry. We’d do it in, the house cause there 
wasn’t no other building to do it inT And no can house. We never 
had any kind of cans to can. We’d put the jams in crocks and put 
beeswax on top. Didn’t have no paraffin then. Used beeswax and 
v a cloth towel tied on top. . 

T Then we made leather britches beans and sauerkraut and pickled 
beans and things like that, you know. We made ^about everything 
we knowed how to. 
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Anjd Poppy hunted. He was good at that. Turkey hunted. We 
usedUo eat coons, and I can’t eat a bite of one now to save my 
life, \|Ve used to eat ’em when I was growing up. Stewed ’em. Sea- 
soned ’em with a little hog .meat. Sometimes Momma would put 
’em in the oven after she stewed them. They was good then, but I 
can’t eat a bite now. He took his dogs with him and he’d shoot 
’em out of the trees. [He had a gun] where you had to* put packing 
in it and your bullet and’ powder, aqd it had a hammer on it, and 
you had to have a cap on that hammer. When he pulled back the 
trigger, it made p loud Jiang. He had to make his own bullets. Had 
a thing to make ’em in, you know. He’d melt his lead and pour it 
in that thing [bullet mold], and as soon as it cool^d^^e-u-rouldc let 
[the bullet] out. He bought slabs of lead at the store, I reckon, 
for that. I never knowed him to kill a deer in all his . life — he just 
didn’t^wapt to — but he’d kill hogs and coons, possums, anything 
thatawayi Savedihe hides and sold ’em. Stretched them on a board. 
' We ate possum then, but I don’t know how we done it. Momma 
cooked it add I don’t know' how. And we had lots of squirrels, fjsed 
to be the v^oods was frill of squirrels, but you don’t see them no 
more. Back] then you didn’t have seasons, and you could hunt any 
time you wanted to. 

A man came around” once in a While and [would] buy and ship 
the hides. My Uncle George Vinson [was one who did it ] ,l and my 
Uncle Arl Snyder used to buy hides. He’d take ’em to South Carolina 
and sell ’em. Raccoon hide would be about seventy-five cents, 1 and 
possum would be twenty-five. Poppy did trap some for minks, and 
he got a good price for them. He used storeTbought traps. 


Now our home place — listen, I hate to. fell you, but it was homei. 
It was a one-rdom house with no loft. Just one room. The snow 7 
""would 5tbwn.hroi.Igh sometimes and there would be , three or four 
of us kids together sleeping on a bed, you know. Mommy’d get 
up of a night and there’d be snow . over the top, of our quilts and • 
she’d take ’em . -off and shake the snow off and put ’em b^ck on. 
v- There wasn’t any glass in the windows. Just two shutters. They 
opened from outside. And the door Was .white pine hoards. He had 
nails for that [driven into strips that wept across phe boards uphold 
the door together]. There was & latch with a string. You just pull 
it if you wanted t o go out or come in. .< 

He hewed the chestnut oak logs to build fit with, and Poppy made 
or built the house. He made the boards that covered the top.? And 
he split boards to line the crack^of the house and he daubeothem 
with mud, you know. And the floor was what people used to call 
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puncheons. You know what puncheons is? They’re split out of poplar 
io big slabs, you know, and then hewed smooth, and they’re fitted 
onto the sills of the house and they’re pretty as they can be. When 
you would scrub. ’em with sand and lye soap, they’d just be as pretty 
and white. ' 

We had to-inake our own brooms and scrub brushes, and some- 
times we made shuck brushes, you know — have a board with hoteS - ' 
bored in it and then you .pull them shucks through there arid make 
a shuck mop. [And for brooms] we’d go to old fields and bring 
broom^age in to make our brooms to sweep with. Just sage. Gather 
it together and put a loop in our string and pull it tight and then 
wrap it around to the top and then you pull the string through 
the stalk up there and then it’d hold. I got some down in Franklin 
one time and made me one that lasted for years. That’s since I’ve 
been here. [Finally] wore it out. 

And we had the two beds in the back end of the house, and 
then we had the table in the middle of the house — the eating table — 
and. Poppy, made shelves that we had the dishes on and the pots 
and pans. And we just cooked on the fireplace. We didn t have a* 
stove till I' was about ten years old We cooked on the fireplace dll 
the time. Every meal.- The chimney Was made out of rock daubed 
with mud. 

[The fireplace] was in the middle of the upper end of the house. 
[And he put the shelves] in the corners by the fireplace. He made 
pegs land drove ’em in the logs for us to hang up our pots and 
pans with. f a 

Then there was a split board as the fireboard. It wasn’t too thick, 


i 

/ 
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and he hewed it down with an adze.jHe got it down smooth. If he 
didn’t [ike it, he’d whittle it down more. [It was held up with a 
peg in the wall on either side of the fireplace.] 

And. we didn’t have no crane hung in the fireplace. We placed 

our wood in a vfay we could set dur pot right on it and lay a stick 

around it, you know, so it colildn’t turn over. And we pulled the 

coals out on the hearth to bake our bread in the.4 Dutch] oven and 

had a lid that went on it that you put the coals oh top of the lid — 

and it had legs so you could have the coals undqr It. Cooked bread 

and baked sweet potatoes and Irish potatoes. Had two or three of 

them. And then we’d cook 'a pot full of leather britches and a pot 

flull of beans, and ’taters on top of the beans, and a slab of pork 
• i • i - 

in it. j 

. | Then we had a wooden tray that we made! bread in [mix up the 
1 dough and knead it in the tray and then put it in the Dutch oven]. 

If you wasi cooking flour, you could make, biscuits and put in the 
oven, or if you was baking corn bread . . *. they used to get it up# 
and put it [in oblong slabs or pones] and make maybe two or three 
pones out of it and put in the oven, you know. And then you could 
% use whatever amount you wanted of it. 

[At the table] we had. benches that Poppy made out of logs split 
in half. The legs were made out of poles. We had some stools made 
like that, tooi— about eighteen.„inches or two feet. And the fable 
was homemade. It had square. legs, and I guess Poppy hewed it 
out of 'logs. It had what we called a knife' drawer, where we kept 
'our knives and f[orks and things in. It just had one drawer. He might 
have made some of the carving knives^ — I don’t remember. 

We had the dishpans [to wash dishes in]. We had a iroh kettle 
that we boiled our water in for washing dishes. And we didn’t have 
but one dishpah but we needed two. So we.’d have to wash fern and 
pet ’em- out on the table, and then put ’em back in the dishpan — 
when we throwed the water out and scald ’em, you know. We used, 
the table for a co.ok table and an eatingytable too. 

The dishes was store-bought — most of them. They was‘4ind of 
delft. What do you call it? Delft? Heavy. ^ t S * {. ' 

To get the water, we had a gourd our there, and we would clip 
it up [from the spring] and put’ it in a wooden bucket. We had 
wooden buckets then, you know. And we’d carry it to the house. 
Wasn’t any 'running water in the house. Poppy had a spring all rocked 
up pretty. 

To wash the clothes, we had a battling bench, and we battled it 
on a block and then we boiled our clothes in a washpot until they 
was clean. After they was rinsed good, we’d hang ’em out. We jufct 1 
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toted ’em to the creek and rinsed them after we got them washed. , 
[The order was] wash ’em first/battle ’em good, and then put them 
in with some soap and boil themfor about thirty minutes^ftei|jjti^ 
got Toil irig'-g^oo tT They was all sterilized goodjTgj^^ take 

’em out and battled on that block them with that 

rinse water. '' 

I’ve helped make lye soap many a time. Sassafras stick a stirring 
it. Make»it get to the right consistency. jWe’d drip it-off our sassafras 
stick to see if it was thick enough or dot. Then we. would put it ; 
out in a lid or something and test it. Yqu put grease" in it to make 
it, and if it don’t eat up all the grea,se, you know it’s not too strong. 

I don’t know why they always used sassafras. Add a little flavor. 
We didn’t have nothing to put in it [to give it a smell or anything, 
except that]. They do now. And when they make it, they make it 
where they have a [store-bought] lye‘ nojv, and I don’t know how 
to make that. But we’d keep ours in an old jar or jug or something. 
We didn’t have much that got hard like they do] with [store-bought 
lye now]. They can make it in squares or thin. But we always had 
a jug with lye soap. We drdi\’t have no fancy soap then. We’d wash 
the clothes with it, and we’d wash the dishes with it. 

And we had one or two chairs. No rug. We never knew what a 


rug was. ( . v t 

[There was no footmat outside the cabin.] Nothing but a high, 
flat rock— steppingstone. No pdrch. ).> “ 

And on the puncheon flopr here, there was niarks cue on it to \ 
tell the tijne of day when the sun ^^hipe^Jldemeiprertw-goodr We^‘ 
Could tell iV^When it was twelve.- Like you can if you’re standing 
on yodr own shadow— —you Tnow it’s twelve o clock. Move on an 
kctyf and it’d be a little bit farther. On a rainy day we jpst wouldn’t 
look. I think those marks were made with charcoal, and you d mark 
’em on- again after you scrubbed i he floor. There was dents in there 


' where they went. 

1 For light, we had a kerosene lamp and a lantern. -That was all 
unless w'e happened to find some pine knots, and then we d have 
pine knots in the fire and read by the light of the fireplace. Read 
, schoolbooks, and maybe somebody’d give us [another]. I was awful 
bad to read if I could get ahold of anything. I’d go places where 
people had their house pasted with newspapers and catalogs ancf 
I’d read everything on the walls. We just had boards on [the inside 
i of our walls, horizontally over the spaces between the logs], split, 
out! about three or four feet long out of’ spruce pine. - And then 
•> mud in the cracks [between the logs], just plain mud. Some days 

I T / * . , i i i iii 


we 
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’c| have to sling' mud all day*. Then thegbumblebees would plow 
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a hole in it and we’d have to daub that Up. Where. it’d come out, 
We’d fill it. Some of it would last for yearj£,and years. 

And [Momma] had the wall covered; with all kinds of medicines, 
you know, that you gathered out of the woods arid all.' Boneset, 
‘catnip, ground ivy, pennyroyal — I don’t know what in all* Had them 
for everything. She washed them and put* ’em up in bags — flour 
sacks [we didn’t get many brown bags] — and hung ’em up oh the 
wall. Wash ’em and let that drip dry and then put it up in cotton 
meal sacks 2md hang it up when it dries dry. They weren’t labeled — 1 
she knew everything by looking at it, and she dried every plant 
that she knew of. V ’ 

Boneset would break up flu or pneumonia either, and peppermint 
mixed together and make a tea out of it. It was terrible to drink, 
but it’d sure break lip a cold or flu. She’d use the leaves and stems. 
Sometimes they’d put a little syrup in it. We didn’t have much sugar 
then. We had syrup,, 0£ honey, mostly. Homemade molasses. We 
used to make our own syrup after we moved farther down on Tessen- 
tee later on. 

But it was a mile to the nearest house from Lickskillet. [If someone 
needed- help] they’d send some of us children to the neighbors, 
and they always come rushing as soon as anything went wrong. 
Sometimes you’d almost have! pneumonia or something; and some- 
times a baby’d come along and have tri have a midwife and her. 
help. Things like that. No one had doctors back then. It was all 
midwives. - i , 4 - - \ 
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, Mama taught us our abc’s on the mantel rock. We already knew 
the figures when we started to school. She taught us on the arch 
’rock. [She would write on that], with a piece of charcoal,; 

We had to hike to school, and school took up at eight o’clock 
“and let out at four. And in the wintertime, we had to take our lantern 
with us to the top of the mountain and hide it in an old blirnf 
stump Until -we came "back from school, and then, we’d get it. We 
didn’t have but two months’ school then, and later on' we had three. 
Mr. John Arnold was our first teacher, and he was a good one. 
He was from down around Franklin. School was just in the winter-* 
time. I went through six [grades], I guess. 

We used slates and slate pencils back then, „ycfu know. We had 
spelling matches and^suclms that. 1 hey did have Sunday school 
injlris ■scho oih guse, too. It was jtp^otT Broadway is what they called 
it then. There’s no building lHere now* It’s gone. Had a little bell 
they rung to 'borne in to books or come in fnapi recess. It was a 
frame building the best I remember. | We had a ..wood heater. We 
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PLATE 473 Wig looking in an old mica mine near 
the house. 



PLATE 474 A waterfall near 
the old house. Y 


^brought our lunch in a syrup pail. We had beans or whatever we 
could get for dinner. Corn bread . t 

I was in intermediate arithmetic, language, history, and geography. 

I guess there was arbixid nineteen or twenty students. It was a one- 
room school and one teacher, ©ur grades usually set in one place 
graded like that, and | when Xhe teacher would call on us to recite] 
we’d all have to go up fropt. We had to write stories every once 
in a while for our English-Athings like that. We had books., t.h,en. v . 
„ajid..w.e^giM;-4o<keep our booT^r'l Think’ they ought to get to keep 
them [now], I think they like tp review them. The state furnished 
; them, and later on you had to bfiy them. 

I had to walk about four miles\[tp school]. We come up from 
the head of Tessentee across Fork Nfpuntain and down to the lower 
-end of Fork Mountain — you know, where Broadway is*. "Now that’s 
where we come to school. Had a springrkmse down below the house. 
And we had playhouses built that we p) a Y e d when we wasn’t 
playing ball. Wp made our playhouses, us\ittle girls did, with moss 
and whatever we could find. We played tag, and ball. We had our* 
bats-yj you "know, and we batted the ball, and whoever caught .it got 
to bat. We ha(J .to make our own balls out of wool or yarn. We 
neyer knowed what a bought ball was back then. Hewed the bats 
out of h piece of wood. The smaller ones would have flatter bats, 
and the grown-ups would have round bats. 

I just had one dress that I wore to school all week, and right 
when I got home, I had to pull it off to keep from getting it dirty. 
We got the cloth from people that wove — paid for it in trade and 
Mother Made the clothes. Money was scarce back then. Our other 
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\ clothes were homemade hand-me-downs. The Thad Carpenters 
lived on the top of the mountain. They had a nice ho, use. Had it 
painted white. But they "waTT^wTu and: all their 

'let-down clothes come to us. They used to make britches. You’d 
have to make your own britches if you had any. And if you didn’t, 

’ you’d do without. Mama used jm^ml ’em jeans — or jeans cloth — f 
and she made Poppy’s She was a good seamstress, but 

she sewed by hand fbVyyears before she got her sewing machine. 

It was homemade woven cloth — mostly cotton. We had to buy the 
cotton threads and then they wove it. And some people raised sheep 
and got wool. 

, The first shoes I ever had on, John Ten'gue made them. They 
wiled ’em brogans then and they called the women’s shoes “pokers.” 
Poppy had us Sho.es made as soon as we was able to go to school..-' 
We didn’t have no shoes till then. John Teague tirade ’em. and he’;. 

' made them with pegs- — the soles put on with pegs, and. {scallops 
cut around the 1 top of the girls’ shoes and he left, the boys’ shoes 
straight. People usually brought him the leather and he made them 
for you, any size that you wanted. “ , 

Finallv, later, Poppy bought a place down there at ’ Fessent.ee and - 
we moved down there. That’s where lie died. And it was a bigger 
house. It had a upstairs and a living room and bedroom. Big bed- 
room. But me and my sister, we boxed in the porch and made a 
-•-k-ttehei'V-oui'-of-'it-.-'and'-t-he-n.' w.e.,got. .us..a .litJ.l,e.-coo.k,stov^.\..(.)ne.. oi. ... 
them little number seven’s. It wasn’t bigger’n nothing, you know. 
After that, I got married. We couldn’t hardly -date, .though. No 
dances. We had to .sing if we made music. Momma diqlh’t make 
music, nor did Poppy. He didn’t have any musical instruments at 
all. Poppy wfouldn’l let us sing nothing but gospel songs if he heard 
us. We had jto slip if we sang any love songs or anything like that. 
They had ballads. People would write and give them to you and 
vou’d learn from that. 


But we couldn’t go to dances or parties. [They’d have house rais- 
ings], but they’d have to go with us if we got to go, and then we 
couldn’t dance. He didn’t believe in dancing. He was very religious. 
Momma too. They’d let us- go t«e any revivals or anything like that, 
{but that was our social life). If I wanted to see a boy, they had to 
see him, too. They’d let him come to the house, but sometimes 
they wouldn’t like him. I couldn’t go with him no rpore if they didn’t 
like him. 

We didn’t get to church every Sunday. [When we did go]; we 
went to Tessentee or out 'to Broadway. They did have church in 
the schoolhou.se sometimes. And they’d let us go to festival or some- 
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thing like that. But I guess that’s the reason me' and all of ’em 
married as early as. we did — to? get away! They was so strict bn us. 

I guess not too strict, but we. thought they was then. 

We married at horne, and then we moved to Georgia and stayed 
there a while and then .moved bacfc up here and stayed a while 
and moved to Dillard and stayed a while on Betty’s Creek. There, 
was a sawmill there when we lived there, and they had little cabins 
built for people to stay in. Then we moved from there back down 
to the Darnel 1 place. It was over in the held where Bry Darntfll 
had his house. We lived over there a while, and then W% moved 
from there back this way. He’d try farming one year, and next year, 

■ sawmilling or something. We always come back to Highlands once 
iji a while. Always renting. Never did build a house. My son- owns 
this house. A 

I had six children — two girls and four boys. John’s father is my 
baby. 

A- : ; ' ' - 1 
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HARVEY J. MILLER OF PIGEON ROOST . 

Nearly every community that has a weekly newspaper also has 
neighborhood correspondents whose job it isjo report the neighbor- 
hood news through their weekly columns. Most of these columns 
are pretty dismal affairs that coniine themselves to a roll call of 

...visitors, .illnes%sesr b« i ths-, , -aiTd deaths: 1 

Occasionally, however, a columnist here and there goes light-years 
"beyond that tired formula and fills the columns with sunlight. Harvey 
J. Miller, who was born in a log home in Pigeon Roost, Nprth Caro- 
lina, and who only went through the sixth grade, is one such person. 
His hrst offering appeared over sixty years ago, when he was twelve, 
and he has been writing a Column regularly ever since (now for 
the Tri-county News out of. Spruce Pine, North Carolina). , 

And what a column! Every edition is filltcl with odd events, stories 
he has heard during the previous week, pieces of his own philosophy; 

* and observations made by a mind intensely curious about, and awed 
by, all he sees around him. A sampling of past headlines hints at 
the richness of the work: “Ravenous Coon Stages Midnight Hen- 
- house , Raid on Pate Creek,’’ “Sabbath Gnat Storm Plagues Pigeon 
Roost,” “Helicopter Scares Cattle; Train Kills Three Head,” and 
/‘ ‘Falling’ Racer Snake Misses Preacher: Fox Chases Dog^out of 
Woods.” 'v 

And the stories are Jyen better. This one is from November 14, 
196^: “Rev. Harrison /Street of the Pate Creek section of Pigeon 
RooSt told me this one: He said the other day he cut down a maple 
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tree on his farm and the tree was very knotty, and when he was 
trimming one of the large knots off the tree with an ax, he cut 
into a hollow place of the knot and out rolled a black snake like a 
ball. But as the snake went down the hill, it stretched but by degrees 
and then crawled away. ’ • 

“He said that he didn’t know how long the sjiake had been embed- 
ded under the knot— there had been a hole in the knot but it had 
completely growed over on the outside with a new piece of bark. 

“It is believed that the snake had went into the rotten knothole 
to hibernate for the winter and the knothole on the outside had 
growed “up. But it does not seem possible that it could do that ip 1 
one winter’s time. So the snake had a permanent home; in fact, it 
was in prison, as there was no other way for the snake to get under 
the knot but by only through the growed-up knothole.’’ 

Or this memory, one* of hundreds parceled out over the weeks; 
“Away back ‘yander’ ever mother had certain ways to kill the first 
louse found on their children’s head. The way the first louse was e 
cracked could shape her kid’s destiny. Crack it on >a sbngbook and 
he would become a singer. On a Tible, he would be a preacher; 
or on a tin clip and he would become a great professor.’’ (March 
9, 1967). " / ; « ' 

We‘ found out about Harvey through one of oyir subscribers, went 
to meet him,' and were so impressed with his work that the Winter , 
1974 issue of Foxfire was turned into a book devoted to excerpts 
from the columns he wrote between 1950. and 1973. 

During subsequent visits We have tape-recorded him, and the fol- 
lowing section is a compilation of stories frpm those tapes. 

' ; ■ . . f . 

Article and. photographs by Ray McBride, Kim Wall, and William Brown 



That writing, I enjoy that. The first typewriter I ever owned, I 
dug this spignet root.Ut was a good price, y ou know. I sold it and 
ordered me a typewriter. I done frvy stories by hand till I dug them 
roots. I just peck. I’ve got a bad hand. Fell in the fire when I was 
a baby and hurt them fingers there. Crooked. If it hadn’t been for 
that, I could have dorte better. ? 


I took this writing tip when I was twelve years old and been at 
it ever since. The first piece was about my, dog. I called him Mack. 
Me and my daddy was out clearing new ground one fall and he 
went up a holler chestnut [after a -squirrel] and conte qut a limb 
way up — it was thirty, thirty-five feet high out there. And I told 
my daddy, I said, “What we gonna do?’’ -> • 
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I called to him, and he come down just twisting, you know, over 
and over. /When he struck the ground, struck on his feet. 

And I studied about that, and I hadn’t never read no papers jnuch; 
and my sister, she lived in Erwin and she brought me a daily paper 
from.Johnson Gity, Tennessee. I wrote to them. I was studying about 
that dog, and I sent the story and they printed it on the front page 
in block letters. And they wrote me a letter and wanted me to send 
the | community | news then. So I did that a long time. They just 
told me to write all the news. Ami, then 1 wrote these special stories, 
and that got people interested in my writing. These' personal items 
don’t amount to much People like the other stories better. 5 
Now I write every week for the Tri-county News. 1 write about mother 
nature and the mountains and news. I use three typed sheets a 
week in my column. I’m known all over everywneres. "Ehey read 
my column. I’ve rup my picture in my column and people I’ve never 
yeen come up and/ say, “TJiis here, ain’t this Harvey Miller?’* Say, 
“I knowed you by/seein 1 your picture in the paper!” Ain’t many 
.'people does .this country correspondence anymore. [But you have 
to be careful. ] If ypu bring something otit in the papers, some people 
living might get hurt. “Oh you told a lot of things not true!” I 
got a lot of stuff wrote and laid back because that is embarrassing 
when you bring something like that out. They say, “Oh that*! my 
people!” ' \ 

I’ve had some difficulty. One time somebody told a lot of stuff 
that wasn’t even in [my column]. One man I saw in church! and 
he told me— he hadn’t spoke to me in a long time* — and he told 
me what was the matter. A man [had] told him [that I had written] 
a slanderous talk [about him], and he wouldn’t speak to me for a 
long time. And I met up with him over here at the top of the hill 
at the church and Jhe come to me, told me, “Harvey,” said, “I’ve 
been hurt at yon a long tifne.” 

And I said, “Yeah, I noticed you wouldn’t speak to me,” 

Anc| he said, “No.” He said, “What you wnote in part of the 
paper 1 . ; and he wouldn’t t^ll me what it was. ' 

P said, “Did you read ig^” j 

lie said, “No.” Said, “A man told me he did.” 

And I said, “That’s a mistake.” ^ : 

He said, “I studied it all dyer the other day and I thought you 
wouldn’t be allowed to put that, in the paper just that way.” 

I said, “No. That’d be a’slahdering you. I didn’t do it.” 1 

He begged me to forgive hirm— — — 

h I said, “Well, you wouldn’t say anything. You wouldn’t. speak so 
E didn’t say anything to you.” ! . T'-— 
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PLATE 475 Harvey coll ecus 
much of the community news 
for his column by visiting 'with 
his neighbors. Here Harvey 
(right) gathers material from 
Harvev Garland. 
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? He said, “Fdeel better.” \ 

I said, “I do, too.” • '7 

; Lot of people can't read and [other] people tell them, “I seen it 
in the paper.” ' ■ „ 

“Well,” they say, “that’s bound to be Harvey Miller. He’s the 
only one writes.” I tell them tdi get it out of .the paper and come 
with it and then anything I have put in the paper, I can’t deny it 
then. But it’s just now and then. I get letter s front everywhere telling 
me to keep on writing. Now I’m connected up with it. Kebp on it. 
I quit it one time, not hardly a year. I was sick, you know. Bur I 
got back and been] at it ever since!. I like it. Seems like 1 get down 
and out and get to studying and writing and it picks me up: 

Sometimes back then, them daily papers w'ould edit my columns. 
Sometimes I wbuldn’t hardly know I’d wrote it. I didn’t like that. 
That’S about the reason I almost quit. 1 .' A -whole lot of people said, 
“Somebody’s helping you.” Said, “You’re losing your style.” So I 
got hooked up a long time ago with thg Tii-county .News, .and that 
lady down there, she told them not to do a thing. That my writing 
was too good to fool with! 

Do you know how I learned to write? With my finger thataway 
[rhaking letters with his finger in the air]; I never could do no good 
with a chalk on account of that hand or something. I never could 
do no good, and I got out and got interested in writing doing that. 
My Ifjolks all thought I was going crazy, They kept watching me. 
My mother said, “Harvey, what are you doing out there,” said, “with 
your f^iger?” * 

I said, “I’m a’writing.” 

Sfeid, V You are?” 

It; wasn’t long till I had learnt me how to do a good handwriting. 
That’s right. 
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G. D. Barnett, merchant of Pi- 
geon Boost, who has. long held the 
title of champion shake killer of 
the entire immediate area, so far 
has found this season to be the 
most- favorable of his entire ^ca- 
reer. ' j 

After killing three more snakes 
last week, he reached the ma¥k of 
111 to beat the record of 36 more 
than he has slain in $my other pre- 
vious year. 

He said he had decided no% not 
to quit at*- that, but to keep on 
killing them as long as he could 
find ^hem , 

Barnett has hunted for the 
snakes in a radius of about a mile 
along the Pigeon Roost Creek 
banks. He has them thinned down 


so scarce on his beat that he may 
take in a larger territory if he 
can get the allotted time. 

He said good weather conditions 
aid in the search for snakes. , s 
When the sun shines bright Just 
;• aft era summer shower is the best 
•time to look for them. He said 
’they would come from their dens 
and be sunning on the rocks or 
climb up in small bushes. 

, He never counts a snake dead 
until he.is quite °sure it is. He 
generally blows off their heads 
with a single shot. He said .he 
had shot 200 times at snakes and 
probably several more of the 
snakes escaped to their dens" and 
d i e d v 
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/ He kills the snakes only as a 
hobby and can’t imagine how many 
he has ever killed. He believes 
that he has killed every kind of 
snake that inhabits this area. 

Gene Bennett, son of Sr . and 
Mrs. 'Sidney Bennett, was stung 
so' bad Sunday by honey bees that 
fhe had to receive emergency treat- 
ment at Memorial Hospi tal'^'in 
Johnson City-. 

/ Mr. and Mrs. Duessel Jack Bar- 
nett and son, Larry, and daughter, 
Wilma Lee, of Jasper, Michigan, 
started back to their home Thurs- 
day after visiting .relatives for 
two weeks here. While here, they 
received word that their garden 
brop had been destroyed in a hail- 
storm, and a terrific windstorm 
had blown away their car garage. 

A representative of the French 
Broad Electric Corporation, which 
serves this area, visited all the 
homes of their customers here last 
week. He was traveling in a Jeep, 
truck and found some of the side 
roads too rough for a Jeep to 
travel. In fact, the Jeep trav- 
eled to places a motor vehicle had- 
never been before. Up in "School 
House Hollow" the -Jeep’ got stuck 
in the mud and seme men worked five 
hours getting it out. 
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My parents wanted me to go to school, but I was sick a lot and 
couldn’t go much. [I did get to go some, though.] We had one 
teacher, paid from fifty cents a day to sometimes thirty dollars a 
month. If they went through school and had four months of training, 
they was allowed to teach. We'd go from eight to four, and they’d 
be abdut t wenty-eight t o thirty of us in the whole school. The teach- 
ers was hired by committees [the equivalent of our community school 
boards today). If they liked Them pretty good, then they’d keep 
them. I’ve knovj/n them to stay three^ years. Most of the time they 
lived in Sprite e Pine and walked. One lived across the river. She 
rode, a little old pony from where she boarded. Come evening, you 
know, get on that pony and, ride home. 

One time, they was a woman [teacher] lived over here on Brufn- 
met’s Creek. ]Her parents or somebody’d come after her every Friday 
evening, and brinj* her dog along. She would go home for the week- 
end. One [Friday) her dog got there and come in. That dog come 
running in the [schoolhouse]. It scared that teacher, and she thought 
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ijacl happened to her mother^ She told some of them 
children, and she said she was going down the road 
and look. Site was gone a feto minutes and they 5 come. That dog 
was, just ahead of them. Put her mother was coming so they could 
walk back across the mountain [together]. 

Then there was one, he lived down on the creek. I’d come up 
in the morning arid holler for him and I’d walk to school with him. 
Wasn’t- no riding to that! * 

They didn’t have too rriany grades. They had a primer, a first 
grade, a second; then* they pd a speller, and on the last they had 
what they call geography arid history and health. The last, I went 
...... to school, I had a. load of .book's. Books didn’t cost much. We’d . 

[buy them] in Huntdale. We had to Buy them. And now like if you 
wanted to go every year in the same book, why, they would take 
you in. When I went to school, there was men and women there 
who were twenty-two years old. 

We’d have a spelling match every Friday. I was just a little feller. 
You know how these spelling matches work. Two groups. They’ll 
all pick on one to be a leader. They was one teacher, and his sister 
was a lot older than I was, and I got up beside of her and in a/ 
few minutes I had her spelled down, That teacher, boy, he shamed 
his sister »Said, “I’d be ashamed. That little Harvey Miller turned 
you down.” Me and my 'cousin, when we got- up there, we stayed 
there a long time spelling. She would be bn the other side. I’d 
dread when she’d get up. She was Jiard. 

Then on the blackboard we done our problems: We’d stand up 
there and do them. And slates. We had slates. Never done much 
qn the writing paper. 

And then we -had a country doctor that’d come around once a 
— — yria^JRxAmki^y onr tonsi l s. Boy, them chil dren was skittis h. H e’d 
come in and sit down — have an old stool and look down yourifiroat. 
Examine you. I was pretty big then, and that teacher come 'in and 
she said, “Harvey, you lead the way. You start off.” Said, “Go' on 

«p-” . • * 7 \ 

I’d go up and he set down and looked at me. “You all right.” 

One time they got a dentist. That was a long time after I quit, 
though. They got to filling teeth. He come on horseback. 

We took our dinner iii a little syrup bucket. I’d take milk and 
corn bread. That was good eating. That was it. When my sister 
went, why* we would take enough for the both of us. When corn 
got full enough, now, that was big eating.* They’d boil that corn, 
take roasting ear's. That Was good. 


* 
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/Then during redess our biggest garhe was dog and fox. We had 
somebody appoint sojnebody to be the fox. The rest pf us was dogs. 
See, we was right irl the woods. -Get up there in them woods. Some- 
times we would get way back in the mountains there and making 
so much noise barking like dogs, you know, that we couldn’t hear 
that belt ripg and we’d come in late. But. the dogs would have to 
catch the fcfx and bring him in* When they caught him, they’d have 
like a dog flight. You could hear them. Somebody would catch him, 
you could /p/. You could hear them^ and go see what was taking 
place. 1 .. [ 

When we [started a new term, the new teacher didn’t kno\y the 
children; Th|#y would send a certain boy to go out to cut them a 
switch. Them boys got to wringing! them [before they brought them 
in] so [the teacher] would give a Strike and it’d fly all into pieces. 
That teacher, she come to rne_ One. day and -asked if Ed go and cut 
her some ironwood| switches.* She said, “Now, I don’t believe you’ll 
J do what they been ajdoing.” I went and found some good ones and 


brought them in, artid talk about some boys getting it, they did. 

But the teachers didn’t keep order much. It was pretty noisy in 
there. That huijts about studying. They didn’t keep much order. ( 
Some did, but about all of them was women teachers and them old 
big boys, you know, wouldrf’t mind. * , 

About the biggest thing [we got punished for] was writing letters. 
Like a boy' woi[ild write a girl a letter. One time me and a boy was 
sitting together. We oughtn’t to have done it but we did. And we 
didn’t like a certain boy. We wrote a love letter. That boy [I was 
sitting with] said, “You write’ it. Write a good love letter and when 
we are- out. I’ll slip in and put it irfasgirl’s. bo o k, ” 

I wrote it, and when we come back in, we kept watching, and. 

we- seen hep- read arid read; arid }>he took it up there and give it to 
the teacher. She read it and looked everywhere. And when we had 
another recess, she told that boy, said, “I want you to stay in here.” 

He stayed, you know, and she shut the door. Boy, that boy told 
me that he was gonna get it now. He come out and he said, “BOy, 
somebody ^played a trick on me.” He said,' “I never wrote her no 
letter. Somebody played a trick.” He said, “She beat me to death 
aboutat. I couldn’t tell her.” He said, “She don’t like me nohow.” 
She had had trouble with him. He was pretty rowdy. 

I told that boy [I was sitting with] that we done wrong there. 
He said, “Don’t ever tell that boy or we will have a fight with him.” 
I never would' pull a trick like that again. • H 

Ofte day we got a new sheriff back in there, and he went to making 


458 


V 


FOXFIRE 6' 


raids on them rriodrishine stills. They’d get men in there to go a’slill 
hunting. One day they come down, they h.ad an' $ld still and some 
of diem drunk, you know? Kle 'and the boys were settin’ at the window 
and we went and poked our heads out to look and see, and, oh 
they come slapping their hats, you know. Teacher said, “What they 

doing?” T ' ' ^ ^ ^ ' 

I hollered over [and] said, “They out here atgRis window slapping 
us with their hats!” Had them old high seats, and we’d poke our 
heads out. They were hollering, “Poke your heads back in there.”. 
One day I disturbed the whole class. We was sitting around that 
old long wood stove. It was one of them pot bellies. It was three 
or four feet long. We was all setting around there and a boy got 
that poker hot there at the front of it — got it red hot and he poked 
my leg through [a hole] in my overalls. Lord, talk abo ut- — see, I 
didn’t know. I was studying. I didn’t know what had taken place. 
Law, I screamed and jumped up. Now that teacher, talk about him 
with a limb. He hit him with a hickory switch.- . ' e 

T seen a man teacher one day strike a boy. He struck him;, he. 
jumped plumb across the seSt. Big high seat, now. He went right 
over the top., The teacher went around to him and kept on beating 
. him. That evening his folks come in. lie did beat him up, you know. 
The teacher come told me, he said, “Harvey, you and me are friends. 
Now you. stay with me.” They didn’t come in and he Wouldn’t go 
out. ’Fraid they’d come in and. beat up on him. He said, .“Stay with 
me if they come in.” But they didn’t come in, though, I have went 
many a day, just be me and the teacher. Students didn’t like him. 
And back then, they didn’t have any law. If you didn’t go,, then 


Parents w o u 1 dipt make 


teacher would get hur 
and come | to the Other 


they didn’t do nothing about it. Nojgw. 

the m go. j . ; - 

We had two schools at the last on Pigeon Roost. Sometimes: the 

or something and [the students] would walk 
one]. And bad committees. Them cofnmittees 
had to sign them vouchers so the teachers could get their pay every 
month. This teacher I was gelling you about where everybody got 
mad at him, he wenLand called on one of the committees and they 
wouldn’t sign that vouqher. Said he Wasn’t no good. Nobody 
x wouldn’t go [to his school]. He come back and told me that .if k 
talked good to [the committee], he believed they would sign it. Said’ 
“I’ll give you a dollar.” 

I went Over there and roid them he was down sickjwith the rheuma- 
tism. .1 * 

Said, “Well, he hasn’t done nobody no good.” ' ‘ ; . — 

And I said, “He done me some, good.” Said, “He was good to 
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me,” I said, “Sign it. This is the last of school. He won't bother 
no more no how.” * 

V I kept on begging and they said, “Bring it, around here.” Said, 

1 “I’ll sign it.” , 

■-I took and give it to hirn^. He lived way over across the modntajn. 

1 And he promised me a dollar, but I nevyr did get a dime. But 
that committee’ told me, “Ijf-it wasn’t lor" you, we wouldn’t have 
signed a/’ 

l here was one teacher, they said he was the best, teacher. He $ 
had taught (or lour or live years. He often begged the to come .to 
him. He said, “Harv, now I’ll learn you something. You going to 
l them up there,” said, “you won’t learn nothing.” Said, “Now if 
vo.u’ll come, I'll really lea cn you something.” 

But I never did go. It was a mile further, and I didn’t want to 
take that extra mile. But they said he was one that tried to learn 
you. something. Some of them, you had a lesson today — “Well, I 
ain’t got no time. We’ll wait till tomorrow [to go over it].” A lot' 
of them teachers just set. But this one never did. He’d come to 
i you to see what help -you wanted. Where I first went toi school, 
teacher set up there and if you needed help, you had to go up to 
1 her and hsk. But that other one, he’d go to you. 

There was one teacher, we had the answers in the back of our 
; arithmetic. I w6ulci v go up there and tell that teacher that I couldn’t 
j get the answer. She said. “Right there is a problem that I never 
j could get the answer to.” See, didn’t get no help there. In arithmetic, 

- : I never did do no good. 'But in spelling and pronouncing words, 

• ; _ t h a t w as rmy big gest . - 

T" ~-4 Now that one schooltea cher I was tellin g you about, they foond 

him dead out in the mountains in the snow. He had nineteen steel 
traps in his clothes and stuff. He had been killed, but it was all in 
kinfolks. All the kinfolks was on the jury. Everybody was kin to 
this boy they said done' it, and the man who was dead was this 
boy’s uncle. It was all mixed up. They didn’t want to charge him. 
Found where he’d been choked to death. The jury said that he 
froze to death. ' \ ’ » 

I wrote stories on that. I was sitting right there. When they had 
the main trial [I was there]. They locked the jury up in a room. 
This man that vvas in there, I walked up the roa^d with him [afterward]. ■ 

I said, “What did you find out?” 

He said, “We know he was killed, but we didn’t tell.” Kinfolks, 
you know. Didn’t want to get everybody. into it. They said he had 
i got bad to, drink and they said he was mean to fight. So they killed 
him. * * t- i 

t 1 !< : ’ 9 ' 
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There was another man, aschoolteacher, over here at Rock Creek 
that they found him dead. They never could find out nothing, or 
they didn’t, you know. Back then, if they didn’t crack the case, they 
just let it off by mysteries. Mystery to it. . * . 

" We had a place on the head of Pigeon Rodst where there was 
bootleggers, and they said they was getting a lot of men killed- in 
there. They is a place back in there; they-eall it Dead Man’s Hollow. 
They was a man come out of college, and his people was rich people. 
Said he was going to Africa. Wanted him to go to. the mountains 
of North Carolina and stay and train [for. the trip]. He was found 
there at Cherry Gap Mountain. That ^srirrHltey" said he was killed 
in there. They know he got to Cherry Gap Mountain. He was swal- 
lowed up there. 

That moonshine whiskey. They would bring it out in wagonloads. 
They was bad men [connected with that]. One, they claim he had 
so many notches on his gun, he’d pull a smoking gun! He was the 
one they claimed killed so many people. A long time after they 4 
come down off Pigeon Roost, a man come down with a bunch of 
clothes. He said he found them back there, all bloody, you know. 
And then somebody found some bones one time and brought them 
out. It was a bad place. ' ■ 
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I Very f-ew people aver save their 
I own garden seed anymore. It seems 
1 everyone even arranges everything, 
differently to grow in the garden. 

• from what they once did. 

People once made 1 tater hills 
for all. kinds of root and vine 
. crops to. grow in. In fact, the 
hills were bedded with fresh barn 
stock, manure; now the gardeners 
*only make ridges and fertilizer 
iTi them, which** they call plant 
food. j 

Even the sweet-potato plants are 
now set down in a furrow. I sup- 
pose they are harder to dig when 
planted that way, but they claim 
that a bigger crop is always pro- 
duced and is never hurt very^bad 
by dry weather conditions. They 
oven say nfbles can't bother them* 
as bad when they are not growing 
in big loose potato hills. 

Pea patches were once planted 
so they would traxi around the 
garden; now you always see them 
growing in about the middle of 
the garden patch and a pole rack 
' rigged up for them to trail on. 
Once we all'grew shal lot potato 
onions. Everybody around here has 
run out of seed. E. E. Seaton of 
Jonesboro, Tennessee, heard about 
this and he had about a qpart of 
sets left and he sent them to me 
to swap fo‘r gourd’ seeds' The. 
shallot sets arrived too, late to 
plant, but we hope to have luck 
with them next spring. . * 

Pieplant (rritibarb) is still a 
ravorite here Tor most everybody. 

I didn't discover until this week 
that there are two varieties of 
it, the big and the little kinds. 
Tansy and sage still grow in 
£tuany people's gardens. Tansy is. 
used for a medical tea anj3 can be 
sold on the herb market. Sage is 
used for a sausage seasoning,, and 
flavoring purpose for . meats/ and 
hogshead hash and hog jaw. 


* 

• Just a few gooseberry bushes 
still exis/t in the gardens in this 
area. Years agol a crew of work- 
ers ‘paid by the government 
searched the forests over, de- 
stroying the , wild gooseberry 
bushes as well r as many of the 
kind that /grow in gardens. 

When people first began to grow 
head lettuce Jus't a few years 
ago, tl\ey thought -that . was the 
worst -thing eVer to happen, j 

Very few people ever grow 
gourds anymore. I remember that 
my mother once owned a gourd that 
held exactly a measured bushel. 
She used the gourd to put feath- 
ers in when she was picking ducks 
and geese . 

Seme people grow broom corn in 
the gardens. Yes, people make 
homemade brooms on the style of 
the old round kind. , 

The women, it appears, no longer 
^ake kraut and sour green beans 
like they once did. Now sauer- 
kraut is made in small vessels 
like half-gallon fruit jars in- 
stead of maybe fifty-gallon 
wooden tubs. 

We have heard several old-tim- 
ers grumble about the difference 
in taste of pickle beans now and 
like they used to .taste * We be- 
lieve there are ^people now who 
can prepare . and fix beans to 
sour as go6fi as anybody used to ; 
could, but people don't have the 
same kind of beans. He still have 
the same naw$ for many of our beans 
as they didj, yet that does not 
make them the same kind of. beans 
as they once were. Most of the 
varieties on beans, like., a lot of 
other things, have been changed 
and improved. 

I have heard of folks planting 
what was cabled the white bunch 
beans and when they were grown 
and | matured they turned out to 
be just' plain tough soup beans. 


i 
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My grandfather came in here from Cherokee, near Tennessee. 
He was part Indian. He took up land here. Homesteading. They 
built' a big two-room log house. 

I was born and raised on Pigeon Robst Creek. When I was born 
on July 10/ 1909 , 1 was premature. 1 only weighed a couple of pounds 
and. they didn’t think I was going to live. Aunt Ellen Miller was 
the midwife, and .she told my daddy, “You ain’t got a crying baby 
yet, just a baby doll.” Said, “All I’ll charge you for my service is a 
peck of onions. ’LSaid, “When you take your onions up, just give 
me a peck of sets? to plant next year.” ’ 

News spread out fast, and folks came out of the hills and hollers 
for miles about to; see. the tiny baby. A common-size teacup would 
fit On my head,. Preacher Jame£ Chapman seen m‘e and said he’d 
never seen or even heard of such a small baby, but he believed 
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PLATE 478 The Rev- 
erend JSpencer Bar- 
nett, Harvey’s grandfa- 
ther. 


PLA T E 47g" Hannah Hunni* 
cult Bantetjfcf HarveyAs grand- 
mother. 


PLATE 480 The log 
house where Harvey 
w <h raised. 


I’d live. He thought I was put here by Providence lor some 'purpose. 
He Wan ted. me to carry his name, but iir|S%iotherhad already dreamed 
my name, so I was called Harvey, but she .adde^his nan%, James, 
as my middle name. •;* 


T hat midwife said that when I went to cryiifg, they could be more 
certain that I’d make it. That was before nursing bottles come about, 
and so they made me sugar teats-out of brown, sugar butter. I 
know they, done the best they could. They kept a fire'g^ing in the 
chimney night and day all summer long to keep a warm neat going 
in the room, and in about six weeks, I began to cryv Before then I 
was quiet as a mouse. j 

I was raised in a log' cabin. Mv parents farmed. Ypu know, I was 
sick till I was about thirty years, qld. Never, did work on a public 

job. All I done was farm. ’ • ‘ 

5 ’ % rt 

T here was a bunch of us kids, but by the time they was gone, I 
was still at home: I didn’t’ marrv until--[my mother] died ! I stayed 
there with her. ThaTs’ohe reason I know so much of this old stbff. 
f lived with it so long. [At this point, Harvey described t^e hojusd 
and the farm. As he talked, and with his help, we drew two diagrams, 
(Plates, 482 and 483). The numbers in the following text correspond 
to the numbers. on the plates.] ' | I 


1. Upjstairs in the house was a loft that we used for storage.; We 
went up through a scuttle hole on the inside to - go up into? the 
loft. We didn’t never put no beds or nothing in it. ‘ , / 


mm 

hh 





PLATE 481 Harvey helping 
Kim Wall make the 'diagrams 
of his homeplace. 




NoH ; Orc/ed vniwbtn dt(K^r<K^\ Yhftr fo nufahtri in text~ 


plate 48 s 



n Beds E fiheloe^ 

B Cc>oK SVoue F Ebbs Roof SaeK 

C T^ole Ga Corner Cupboard 

0 Chinr\neij ^ Fireplace H Bench ,, 


C^lQ\rS * Cd D'ird OLOS 
j Parc In 

K jv C^urr\Tatde. * 

L X^oOrS P/Qjrtilfyi !oij K/ni kv/A^ ; 


2 . You had to go out bn the porch to go in the back room. Some- 
times that snow would blojv on the porch and you’d wade through 
that snow to gb to the back room. 

3< ’.There was a chimney corner there. The chimney was in the 
middle, see, and had that ichimney corner there. That back room 
was bought and added to the [original onel-room log house]. It was 
bought and hauled for over a mile. That fireplace is the only wav 





a piece of iron across inside there to \hang the kettles on. When® j 


that kettle 1 was cooking, it’d go like an. automobile. That was interest- 
ing. When' I was little, I’d 'Sitrthere and listen at that little kettle. 
Had a lid that fit tight on it. '* , \ 

4. This is where we lived. Had our wood cookstove in here. Had 
a table and two beds and some shelves and a big old corner cupboard 
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set in the corner. Had kitchen utensils on the shelves and silverware 
and old wooden bowls in the corner cupboard. And we had about 
six of them old-time chairs and one big bench here at the table — 
big table. And had on'e window, ft was pretty dark in them old 
houses. And had a little table where we kept the churn, and had 
dishpans hung on the- wall to wash the dishes in. No sink. And we 
dug roots and herbs in the fall of the year and my mother had a 
little sack hung here on the wall. When anybody got sick, she’cT 
go to that little sack on the wall and get out herbs and roots: catnip, 
boheset, mayapple, lobelia, skullcap. That boneset would break a 
, fever but it was bittpr. People had -an expression back then: bitter 
as boneset! : . 

5>\We had three corded beds in this back room. There was a 
chimney there but we never , did use it in this back room. Then we 
had some shelves for our clothes. No closet, just shelves. r#id no 
chairs. 'When you’d go in there, you’d sit on the beds. They had 
straw ticks, and every bed had a big old feather bed — put them 
over top of you ‘and keep warm under them feather beds ! 

6. We kept lots of things out here on the porch. That’s where 

we kept pickled beans, in a big old wooden tub. And hung dried 
beans on the porch and in the house,- and pumpkins. And the kraut 
was out there in a tub. Had boards over those tubs so nothing 
couldn’t get in. v ;. • -■ • 1 . .. v 

■ . • ; ... 4/ , 

7. There.. was eight children arid our parents living in the house,.. 
It was up on kind of a ridge. In the morning we’d hear that rooster 
crow when, it’d go to peepin’ daylight and w.e’d know to get up. 
When we got, up we’d eat breakfast early and go out and go to 
working on the farm. -The house h^d big cracks in the floor, and 
the porch — we didn’t have it Underpinned and that wind would come 
right up in, there.* I don’t see how we made it, but, see, anybody 
that didn’t, know no better , Now I believe they’d take the pneu- 
monia fever, but back then people got along pretty good about 
taking, diseases. And didn’t haye^ a toilet or outhouse. Go to the 
barn or oyer here to. die. chicken house. And the Woods was .close. 
Never had an outside toilet until WPA workers went to building 
them for low-income folks in the early thirties. ^ ? J, 

8. The barn was- out here ...on;.. kind of a flat. There. was a' little 

rid;ge~you ’ d cattle d own to go out here to the barn. This barn served 
as a schoolhouse and meetinghouse— church house — and we bought 
it. It stood over across the creek and we moved Hr and, used that 

-for a barn. Kept cattle, and hay up in the loft-.. Had stalls to put 
the" cattle in. At one- time we had, I think, thirteen head — young 
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PLATE 484 The Dave Miller family. Harvey, age three, is in his father’s lap. 

’ <r« ^ 

’tattle and old cattle. My mother done- all the milking and had two- 
gallon crocks to put that milk in. Take a teacup and dip- that out 
at meals after she’d skimmed the cream off for butter. We used a 
lot of milk when \ye was all there — probably five gallons a day with 
churning and alj/i Had a 'barn lot and a pasture behind it. Had an 
old rail fence. Used that manure on the garden. Back then they 
didn’t buy no fertilizer. Clean this barn. That was hard work. Had 
an old steer and a sled and we’d load that manure onto that sled 
out of the barn and haul it .to the garden. 

9. We didn’t have a springhouse. Had a box fixed at the spring, 
and put the milk in there in the summertime. She’d put that night’s 
milk in there and we’d drink it the next day. Have that cold. The 
spring was way down in there, dug out and walled up. Down deep 
in the ground. Then the water ran on dow'n to the creek. Had a 
•ditch dug and that took care of that water. Stray dogs would come 
by every once in a while and rob milk front that springbox. 

10. Had chickens and ducks. They’d run around the yard. Then 
this here big floor, ducks set under that floor [of the main house]. 
One day my mother lost her thimble through a ; rack in the floor,,, 
and after then, why, down near the duck pond we found that. A 
duck had swallowed that there thimble! It had fell down under the 
floor and a duck had eat that. Shaw, she was glad to get her thimble 
b'ack. They was hard to get ahold of! 

11. Had a garden up above the house here. Back then, now, we 
really growed a garden. And saved our own seed. Swapped seeds. 
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Nobody bought any garden seed. My mother was named Cindy, 
and this woman had some beans she had got from my mother, and 
after my mother died, this woman said, '‘Would you like to have 
some of your mother’s beans'?” And I called ’em Cindy beans. Had 
corn and mustard and turnips and tomatoes and cucumbers and 
all kinds of crops in here. Mayle soup beans and took them ’to the 
store — get so much for them there dried soup’^eans. We’d make 
enough stuff to do us and lived on that. 

12. Here we had a regular ’tateV patch. We’d grow a big ’later 
patch. "~ 

13 There was a branch come down through here. Had to cross 
a branch to go to the barn. * . - 

14. There was a big creek went down here below the house plumb 
down the. road. Had a path to lead to the house. Had to cross the 
creek on a little footlog. My daddy was a sick man, you know, and 
his head swimmed, and one time the, creek was up and he pitched 
in and pulled me in and we both liked to drowned. He was leading 
me and he went in and pulled me in. Mother never would let me 
go with him no more! 

15. Had a yard here and had it paled in. That’s where my own 
dog liked to killed me one night. He was one-eyed and was the 
illest dog I ever seen. I opened the gate and that gate screaked, 
you know, and that dog was there and he didn’t know me, and if 
I hadn’t got my old hat off and fought' and hollered and called his 
name, he’d a’killed me. Poppin’ at my throat, you know. Them old- 

. time gates, you’d open them and they’d screak like everything! 

16. Over here across the creek is, where we kept our hogs.. Had 
»a little fiat ov*er there and had a hog lot. And there was a mountain 

up here and they’d get out and go up in them mountains. They 
weren’t fenced in. We just had a lot back then anyl let ’em run 
out. They’d get fat in the mountains^on that chestnut mast, and 
in the fall of the year we’d go hunt our hogs up and bring ’em in 
and kill ’em. Thai was virgin forest. That forest pever had been 
cut. - - f 

Me and my daddy went one time and found a sow that had nine 
pigs. We tracked her, you know. Went to a rock Had her bed 
made out -of leaves she’d can ned. She was layin’ in there. He said, 
“My little gelt sow had a lot of pigs.” Nine pigs! 

17. One time me and my brother went hog hunting up here on 
this mountain and found a still. Law, ft scared us! Back then they 
claimed them blockaders would shoot you, and w ; e run off. But we 
saw, a hog in that beer barrel with its head stuck up! And it was 



squealing — couldn’t get out of there — and another one was running 
around. And we got gone and went to the house and was telling 
Mother and Daddy about finding that still over across the hill. My 
mother never understood, and she said, “Yonder comes a hog now 
down the hill and it’s scalded!” It had'tfiat white beer on it. Them 
men that was there at that still had hid behind the trees when we 
come, and after we got gone, they pulled that pig out. Daddy went 
\ over there and put it up. And' then a man a day or two after that — 
\ 'an old man that lived up above us came down and said, “Dave,” 
said, “you can turn your hogs out now.” Said, “That still’s .been 
fenced.” Said, “They can’t get in.” . ’ 

They said that made the best whiskey they ever run! 

1 8." We holed our potatoes up. Below the house here we had a 
hater hole. Covered that with boards and threw dirt over it. You 
i could go there and had a place you could pull a board out and 
get your ’taters. 


19. And we’d make a cane crop. Make lasses. Now, that was some- 
thing fine in the wintertime. Had pur cane patch down here below 
the spring. \ t \ 



A red cow belonging to H. J. 
Miller of Pigeon Roost t who earned 
the title to her name early' last 
fall as a 1 tater-diggin' cow, has 
again proved herself useful by 
doing a job most *■ needful . 

name- af- J d:a ter- diggin r_ ffas 
bestowed upon ^.he cow after it 
was learned thsut she could take 
her 'front' foot and pull ' taters 
out af the grounp faster than old 
man Miller could himself. 

However,' it was later learned 
there was a drawback to her r tater- 
diggin 1 career. She did it ■ to 
her advantage. She would £rawl 
through a fence and slip into ; the 
1 tater patch — (dig 'taters as 
fast as she could, in sevfen or 
eight hills; then she wouldj'light 
in and try ’to ea[t ever last one 
of 'em. ! j! 

Now here comes another/ story 
about, the row' — that is, pf mak- 
ing roads in the deep sii^w here 
and there around the home of 
Miller. That was good to take 
the job away from him as he was> 
too poor in health to do it him- 
self. , . 

Miller reports the*, cow made 
several trips trudging, through 


the twelve inches of show, £irst 
going from her place at the ibarn 
to the housa; then^when this feriow 
trail was completed, she made a 
similar road from spring to hopse, 
which would be the roads most 
“traveled . \ 

But when she started to fix 
another road, from the house * * 

the highway, Miller must have 
thought it was too long a pil- 
grimage in the snow, for he went' 
a nearer" way — headed her off and 
•flagged her down with a little' 
bucket of- 16 per cent dairy feed.v 
Understand . this, though — this 
was a^ter she'b a d made the neces- 
sary snow trails and he had al- 
ready thought of the new names — 
the suggested new names of ’tater- 
diggin 1 and snow-trampin 1 cow. 
She always earns her names the 
hard way. Miller said he was 
going to keep his fingers crossed 
from now on as to. what jobs on 4 
hjs farm the cow could perform 
to keep her name in the news, as 
there is no doubt she will never 
earn a famous name as a milk cham- 
pion. 
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You know, old people back then paid attention to things [that 

people today don’t bother vvith-]^ Like •iweep i;v'iith a broom Tinder _ 

your feet, why, you’ll ri!ever get married. Now you boys better riot 
let nobody sweep untier your feet! And now if you sleep under a 
new quilt, why, the one you ■ dream of, you’ll marry her. People 
back then — well,"' it worked out, they said. \ \ 

Like when you get a new' dog? Cut the hair off the end ,of his ; 
tail and put that hair under the doorstep and the dog won’t leave. 
Stay right with you. Then you’ve got you a dog*there. y 

And I know ydu’ve heared of this one: Never start a job on Wednes- 
day that you can’t finish the same day. Sometimes bad luck’ll happen. 
Now my mother, you know, she’d rtever let us start on a big field 
of corn on Wednesday. Little ones; [was okay] ’cause she knowed 
we could get it done. . . . * 

And if you get your hair cut, don’t never throw it out outside. 

A bird’ll get it and put it in a nest and you’ll bout die with a headache. 
Now, I used to cut hair, you know, and an old man come and he 
had a little poke, and he’d get all that hair up when I’d get his 
hair cut and put it in his pocket. And I said, “W^hat’s that for?” 

And he said, ‘Trri not gonna let you throw my hair out here on 
the outside and let the birds get it and,” said, “me with a headache.” 
Said, “I don’t never have a headache.” And I got checking on that, 
and, you know, all them old people believed that. 

He’d' take and turn a rock up. I’d see him and watch hirrt, you 
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know, go down the road. He’d come to a flat rock and put. that 

- hair under tl tere-a n d put dirt over it— a- nd go om — r- — • 

I had a lot of those things wrote down here in this notebook. 
Yeah, here now. You ever hear about cattle having a holler tail? 
My remedy is slit their tail and put turpentine in it. Let that sink 
— in. And cattle, when obey got a bloat — you know, eat something 
that bloats them up? Put turpentine to her navel. Pour that turpen- 
tine — put it in a little pan or something, or jar cap, and hold it up 
there and it’ll so ale in there in a minute. I’ve tried that. That helps 
the cow. 


Now, to keep * your nose from bleeding,-, get lead from a bullet 
that killed a hog, beat it* out round, and put you a hole in it and 
put a common red string to it arid wear it around your neck. Keep- 
that around vour neek .all the time. Has to be where it killed a 
hog. We had one here. [My daughter, Ethel,] lost her’n one time 
in the third grade and her nose went to bleeding, and we got it 
replaced with another [bullet]. 

I guess you’ve beared of this: If anybody springs their foot or 
arm- — gets a sprain — why, make a poultice out of apple pummies 
[squashed apple pulp]. When they grind apples to make cider, you 
know, to make -vinegar,’ ’.’"they’d -have pummies left. Get that out. 
You know, with a sprain, you take a fever in that, and [those pum- 
mies] are cool. Vinegar and salt poultice is good, too. You can usef 
those pummies to make apple brandy, too, y j 

And sometimes certain places you get milk sick or milk poison. 
There’s a place back here on the head of Pigeon Roost they keep 
fenced in all the time because [what causes that] grows there. They 
call it white snakeweed, I think. And when you get it, it has a place 
it settles — might settle in the leg. They say that there apple b,randy, 
.if that don’t cure it, nothing will . / 

My mother kept that little bag hanging on the wall, and when 
someone’. d get sick, she’d know what to do, you know. My brother 
one night come in from the sawmill and coughing every breath, 
and oh,- he was bad off. And she went, in there and grabbed that 
little poke off’ the wall and went to getting out. She said, “He’s 
got pneumonia : fever.” But next morning, she had that broke, but 
he’s so weak h£ couldn’t set up. Yeah, .now, he had it. She used 
boneset tea for that." |) - 


She was a good doctor, but I saw her scared one time. Our daddy 
took d'he croup, and I reckon she” was afraid she couldn’t doctor 
-anymore like she did before [since she was old then]. She got me 
ayid my brother out was at midnightffand sent us after my sister, 
Who lived] way up on the. mountain. Told us wp had to go after 
/ .' - 
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two of the chairs he saved 
from the log house in which 
fie was raised. Note the witch 
mark - over the door above his 
head. 
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walking around, and he pulled down hard and shot. And it fell over, 
you know, flopped, rolled down hard. Gone. Disappearing. And it 
'never come back that time. He went on home and somebody told 
him that that old lady was down with rheumatism and couldn’t get 
Out of bed. In a few days, she Was out of bed and limped, always 
limped. He changed back to his old kind of bullets and never was 
bothered with a turkey witch no more. That was a true story. He 
died in Georgia. He \vafton\e of my kinfolks. My dad- and mother 
tell me that was facts. 

Them witches— we put witch marks over the door. Keep them 
away. They’ll come and ask [to borrow] different things. You let 
them have a certain thing — something sharp like a knife or Some- 
thing— and that breaks the spell.) If you refuse to give them what 
they ask for, some kind of bad luck will strike you. Everybody had 
a, witch mark on their door. That was drawn on with fire coals. 
Let me show you a witch mark [he draws a star]. I used that a 
whole lot when I was young. 

If the witches got too bad, you Icould go to them witch doctors 
and get them to help you. I had an uncle that was said to be a 
witch doctor. My daddy had a heifer. They found her rolled in a 
ditch. They rolled her out and she’d roll back in there. She couldn’t 
stand up and they couldn’t find nothing wrong with her. She hadn’t 
hurt herself. And they sent for my uncle. He come, and he went 
and looked at her and examined her. lie said, “She’s bewitched.” 
And he told Daddy, said, “Do you want me to doctor her?” 

■ And Daddy said, “Law, yeah, drive that witch off.” 

He built him up a little fire and took his pocketknife and cut 
the ends of her ears a little off [and threw them iri the fire and 

* ■ : 
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Nelse Whitson, wh<|> is 85 years 
old and resides in| the Raccoon 
Branch at Tipton Hill, reported 
to the writer that he carried the 
mail 'TO years. 

^ Whitson said his mail roui'e 
i started in the Tipton Hill sec- 
tion, wherge Tom Garland was post- 
master and the post office' was in 
- - his hunre~ located at the farm 
t where Orville Woodby now lives. 

Whitson went from Tipton Hill to 
Red Hill, where another Tom Gar- 
land was postmaster and where 
Whitson turned back and went from 
there to Hollow Popular Creek, 
where John N. Peterson was post- 
master.' 

Whitson walked and carried the 
/ mail with two mail pouches swung 
j across his shoulders and was paid 
» , 33 1/3 cents a day or 2 dollars a 
week. It was about a 30-mile trip 
He said there was several fences 
or drawbars across the road in the 
Bailey Settlement. - 

He said that he bought jeans 
cloth with some of his money that 
he earned carrying the mail and 
had his first jeans clothes home- 
made . 

Whitson said that the schools 
, were so few and far apart that he 
never had the privilege to attend 
school and never did learn to read 
and write, but he learned enough 
to be very good at counting fig- 


ures in his mind and was good 
enougl^to operate a grocery store 
at 'Tipton Hill for 12 years.!. 

He. bought beef, cattle and also 
.swapped and traded an horses -and 
cows in this 'area for* 1 many years." 
Whitson said he is good in fig- 
ures yet, and that when he goes 
to the store and buys several' 
items, by the time the merchant 
counts up the total amount" oj\ the 
adding Machine, he already has 
it counted up in his mind.- 

Harrison Fillips of Brummetts 
Creek section is using an egg 
basket, which he has owned for 45 
years, to carry eggs to the store. 
Mr. Phillips brought the basket 
made out of white -oak splits to 
Frank Griffith's store at Tipton 
Hill Wednesday and the basket was 
filled full of eggs, and Mr .-Grif- 
fith told him that he would pay him 
a whole lot 'more for the basket 
than he would for all the eggs, as 
he deals in antique articles and 
has a large collection of Indian 
arrowheads on -display at his 
store., 

A local citizen reported that 
he was a'fraid of only twc kinds 
of snakes — * the big ones and' the 
little ones. 

Harvey Miller of Relief (not 
the writer) has recently pur- 
chased his first car. 
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I had my geese fenced in. Had a rail pen. That kept them from 
bothering people’s crops. I’d go to school in the morning and cut 
up apples and take stuff and Jeed thepu (on the way]. I went one 
morning — I had acid wood piled up there right down below where 
they was. I heard something or other. They had been telling bear 
tales and I heard something a’ growling and I took off. You know, 
it scared me. I was pretty small. I heard something growl. I went 
out and got way up toward t]ie house, and why, a man poked his 
head up over that acid woodpile. He went to laughing. He was a 
one-armed man. He said he was afraid I’d get gone (and get some- 
body] and afraid he might get shot! 

Be sorta like that old woman I wrote about in one of my columns — 
but she was a witch. Sh^’d turn into a turkey hen. There’s a place 
called Turkey Cove, whe^e wild turkeys would stay. One of my kin- 
folks would go in there early 'of a morning, and he got to going 
in there, and an old turkey hen was picking around. He got to shoot- 
ing at it. He couldn’t kill it. He hit all around. He’d shoot that 
old hog rifle — load that, pull down. Somebody told him, “You’re 
shooting at an old turkey witch. Get you a silver bullet and shoot. 
You’ll kill the witch, or ’bout kill it.” 

He did, you know, melt him a silver bullet, and one morning 
went in there at the same place and here come that old turkey hen 
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*1 •'.' — • i - in thc'mdi rihig push them hack under them big old high beds. They 
was a pretty little old thii^ ♦ J 

7 Then we kept geese to pluck for pillows and bed ticks. My mother 
would take ahold of them by their feet and turn them oyer there 
and pull thgrt down off. Talk about squalling and letting on like ’it 
was a’hurting— losing them feathers. But it wouldn’t take long till 
that gro,wed back. Grow back prettier than it ever was; You know, 

^ one would turn off a whole lot of feathers. She had her a big old 
gourd. It would hold over half a bushel. Had the neck cut off. She 
called that her feather gourd. Put feathers down in there. That was 
the dandiest thing. [We didn’t have .to clean that down.] The geese 
: kept clearfTjn the branch. ^ 

One time Mother had three .geese gone and we hunted for them 
everywhere and couldn’t find them. Some of them heard an old 
J man talking. His son-in-law lived way up in the holler from us, and 
he said there was three geese come over and come there. Mother 
said for me to come with her and we would go up and see if that 
is my geese. We went upthere, and that man, he said, “Yeah, them 
: geese come here,” and he didn’t know whert from. . 

4 She said, “Them is mv geese,” my. mother told that man. 

He said, “How do you know?” _ - > 

She said, she told me to catch one of them, and “I’ll show him.” 
I grabbed one and handed it to Her and she had that toenail cut 
off. Said; “Right here.” She said, “4 cut that off there.” 

He said, “Is the others that way?” 

She said, “Sure.” I caught them and she said, “See there!” 

He said, “Huh,” he said, “them is yours. You know." Said, “Take 
them on.” ' 
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bought d lot of ’-sang [to resell to a dealer]. Said when he brought 
it to him, the old man said, “Son, you’re mint.” Said, “That’s culti- 
vated ’sang.” He saidV “You know what that brings?” ,. ;j * . 

He said, “No.” He said,. “I know it isn’t.” But when] he took it* 
to sell it, it was. If he’d kpowed,.he said that he wouldn’t have bought 
it. But he didn’t know no better. • ] 

We gathered all « kind -bf raw herbs. We’d pull pennyroyal and 
put it in a tub and take and run that oft’[ just like making mbopshine]. 
They bought that pennyrbyal spirits at the store — so much a gallon. 
Y^ou get the root off and put the whole plant in there in wafer, , 
pyit a little fire under that tub, and you have that straight pipe [com- 
ing out of tjie top of the sealed tub], and it ryns out that pipe 
strong. And we used to. get balsam. Take and get that. That was 
good kidney medicine. Spirits of balsam. 

And now them bam buds [balm of Gilead buds]. You know about 
-.that, don’t you? Boil them down and use that for a salve. They 
went pne year for a dollar, a pound. They’re eighty-five cents now 
down here at North Wilkesboro. And there’s a man that jtook a 
-load of hides, down there Monday. [That was another way to make 
money.] He took eightv-five. He called them rat hides. Muskrat hides. 
He said hides this year, it just ain’t been cold enough so their fur’s ' 
-not thick. lie said they was t|ringing~a good price, though. He made* 

' mbneV by takjng them down there. He just called them rat hides. 

Now, we got one pair of shoes a year, and we went barefoot 
except for on Sunday. Mother would make soup beans. Back then 
soup beans brought a good price. You’ve heard talk of that they 
call brogans? Buy those. Sell them soup beans. Take a big sackful— 
a bushel. Go and buy shoes and other things. Fall of the year. They 
would thrash those beans out. Set them a doth on the porch— or 
a bedsheet or something — and thrash them out when they got dry. 
Took them and beat them out, with a frail [flail].. They didn’t Bring ' 
the price. they bring, now. Now two pounds of beans are $1.40! 

[Some people made their own shoes, since there wasn’t much 
_ money. We didn’t, but we made our own cloth.] Mother had a little 
spinning wheel. My sister took it off. Now, where we lived — you’ve* 
heard talk of flax breaks, 'ain’t you? In that old log house there 
was holes in there on the outside, and -that was for flax breaks.. 
And then she’d dye that. She used walnut hulls. And she used poke- 
berries. They called it pokeberry red. Put them in a pot and pour 
in a little water to cook it, you know. Dipped that in there. And 
she used egg shells. That give a kind of yellow color. Then make 
coverlets to go on them big old corded beds. And then have -trundle 
beds under them — pull them out and somebody sleep in them, and 
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sow my tobacco s^ed til next week. It wasn’t a good timdTnis week. 

He goes by the signs of the moon, you know. He said itjwasn’t a 
good time. Said to wait till next week. A lot of boys I know about ' 
even wait till a certain time to get their hair cut. One boy raised 
on Pigeon Roost, now, he’d fight anybody. ’Fore he’d havenhis hair 
cut, he’d wait till a certain time, you know [see The Foxfire Book, 
pp. 212-27]. My aunt always told me if I wanted my hair to grow 
to cut it on the new of the moon and then it would grow as the 
/moon grows. Yeah. That made me think of it. When I was a boy, 

/ what would you say I made my hair tonic out of? Grape vines. 

' These here wild graces. Go and tap them and set you something ■-», 

under them. Get the [[pice out. That w'ould help now. Make it grow 
better. Just cut [the Vine] and set me a jar down and let it drip. 

[Same way with] maples. That was where you got* your maple 
sugar. We didn't make none ourselves, but there was people right 
around did. They* dcjrie it mostly in* the home there. They 1 didn’t 
go into it in a big way. But Storekeepers would buy that [froiti you'] . 
in a store. It brought high. * 1 

That was good sweetening. And honey. Lots used that. People* 

A kept bees. Sometimes .they’d swarm. Noon was when .they come 
out. Some of them would go wild and go to the mountains. Have 
a tree cleaned out. They’d take off to the mountains. People’d hunt 
them bee (recs-ancLtlien cut them. [Or you can catch the swarms.] . 
Beat on a plow point ( with a jjrock to make them settle. I’ve heard 
of men grabbing an* old shotgun and shooting' in them, but that, 
there tears them up, they s^ay. Gets . them confused. Scattered. .And 
some beat on dishparis with a, spoon to make them settle,. I’ve heard 
of that. The noise of that ring, I reckon, is what does it. You ever 
heard bees go over in the* air? There is a noise, ain’t they? Now, 
one time I was at the graveyard and they was having a decoration. 

Man lived right down in the holler below there had a lot of bee 
gums, and we seen a bee swarm a’coming. It looked like it was 
codling to that gathering on the little hilltop. Before it got there 
■ it turned. They was down low, you know. I don’t know why [they . .. 

turned]. Everybody said it scared them. If- they’d- got there to them A- '** 
people, somebody might have been hurt. But when they got there, 
they, turned. Just rolled on oyer and over. ’ , . ; ; 

[But that maple sugar waT one way of getting a little money.] 

And ginseng. Yeah, and that goldenseal. It brought a good price. 

It was scarcer than that ginseng was. Ginseng now- is high. But that 
cultivated ’sang, it don’t bring much. They can tell the difference 
by the fiber of that root. Now. « they was an old man who is still 
living down here. He told me last summer, about his boy. His boy 


We have our own names for many 
birds and animals, . especially usV 
. older folfss* 

V’Jffe always call the chimney swift 
'birds the chimney sweepers.- The 
towhees, jorees; phoebee, pewees; 
turkey Vultures r tulkey buzz^pds; 
night hawks', bull6ats; and wood 
thri^h-,' wood thrashers. 

: ^ We calV ’groundhogs whistle 
pigs. Bht all the wild animals 
is called varmints. The acorns 
and hickory hats that grows in 
tfie mountains that many of the 
wild varmints live on is’ called 
mast . 

' , As far back as anyone can re- 
member here, the mail-order cata- 
logs has been favorite with the \ 
mountain people. Since the moun- 
tain communities no longer, ap- 
pear to be so backwards, the mail- 
order- catalogs has lost some 
i’ts interest . The^ Charles Wil- 
liam Store issued’ large catalogs 
like Sears, Roebuck ana Montgom- 
ery Ward do today. The William 
* Store £ went ou^ of business 31% 

. y gars ago. 

Martha :0ane Adams was another 
mail-order jiouse that done ‘big 
business here a long timg ago.' 

Back' in the , early days, there.* 
was very few men who were 1 Jacks- ' 
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of -all- trades. Some men made 
split baskets out of white oak 
wood** while others made bed- 
steads. They had turning lathes^ 
that they made the tall post and 
spindle beds with. All of them 
was corded pbeds^. Ropes used in 
the beds wds made out of shucks 
or white-oak %pfits. 

All the workmen done the furni- 
turA carving with Wiives. _,S,e 
have t^een informed thaV they we 
all slow in turning oyjt the ; fin- 
ished pieces of furniture in those 
days, but when they did get it 
made, it was done right. 

Some of the finest rea brick 
that I have ever seen was made 
right^here on Pigeon Roost. Jjr . 
Curby 0 / Jonesboro made the brick 
on the I. L. Lewis farm to bu^ild 
three chimneys where Lewis ^'was 
building ; a house . It is said? Mr. 
Curby ground the* mud in ^^oaciiine 
sorter like a cane mill. The/mill 
was also pulled by a horse... / The 
’brick was dried in a kiln that fav- 
ored an apple -drying kiln. All the 
three brick chimneys stood erect 
after . a fire' destroyed the dwell- 
ing house . 1 
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[To show you h(5w poor people was, you know how we got our 
brass, kettle?! My mother' bought' it: People Would .go broke and 
Sellout. They would put the word out they were selling oiit: When - . 
people^rnoved off, they’d sell things. So these pedple moved down 
in Crossville, Tennessee. .Went on a train. They sold their things 
for what they could get for them. People didn’t have rnuch money. 
So That kettle didn’t cost us over three or four dollars. We was 

.<1 

offered forty, dollars for it recently. Then another man said that 
he’d give me a hundred. I said, “I’ve been offered forty already, 
but 'I won’t sell it.” We still make apple butter in it. We take the 
apples an^'peel them the night before. For a quick run, you sugar 
them down the night before — twenty-five or thirty pounds for a 
twelve-gallon kettle. Depends on the thickness you want. Then the 
next morning you boil them off. Stir it with what they ;call an apple- 
butter stirrer. . Boil it four to five hours if you want [L. .thim if you - 
want it r thfck7 _ you *do it longer. Back then we sweetened it with 
molassbs — -keep stirring that iri, and it Would be way in the night, , 
before it was done. I’ve seen my .mpther take and slice it out, and 
it. would be reef apple butter. Now you put that sugar in and it’s 
clear. Then she’d put it in crocks. It’d mold oyer the fop of them 
crocks, but that wouldn’t hurt it. They can if now. That’s good 
eating. . : 

We had big gardens — planted by the signs. Most people through 
here now still plant by the signs. Man yesterday told me not to 
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Where I lived | with mv mother], there was a sun mark on the 

hill. It’s there yet. We called it the Rye Field. This land was cleared 

up, this here wooded place. When [the sun would] get down there 
where the clearing started., it was six qlclock. We could see it way 
off the mountain [where we were working in the fields]. When the 
shadow of the mountain hit the edge of the clearing, we’d start 
off the mountain. We watched that. We’d say, "Oh it s six o clock. 
Now let’s go in.” We called that Sun-mark Time. 

We raised some feed on that hill — had to shock it up. Have to 
take and cut the top of the corn and pull them blades and tie the 
tops and blades together arjjd shock it up till it dries and then haul 
it in and stack jt up in them stacks. Big high stacks. There is somebody 
up on the 1 stacks, and they throw it up to them. Bunch of men. It 
goes up fast. I’ve seen them take a piece of wood and [set it in 
the middle of the stack like a pole] and make them stacks higher. 
Go on up then. Then to get down, somebody would gut a pitchfork 
in there to step on, of get on somebody’s shoulders. One time I 
was stacking a stack of fodder way up high and they was a bullet, 

I heard that bullet a’singing in the air. It went like it was close to 
me. I- was telling a man about it add he said, "Why, I. guess it was 
a long ways off.” Said, "You can he’ar them singing that way.” But 
now 1 heard 'it go through! i' never did hear the fire' of the gun. I 
heard the bullet, though. 

But we had to raise everything. No money. Didn’t have much. 
Everybody in them old log houses papered the walls with catalogs 
and newspapers. Sometimes they would do it over and over and 
over, three times. They’d change tnat^/hen it got yefler and aged. 
Redo that. Not long ago I seen that in a house. Put up with wheat 
paste. Then the rats would gnaw and eat 'that dough/Mother put 
bluestone in that, and that kept the rats away. It’s a kipd of poison. 
It’s good to give dogs. Worm a dog, that Milestone. 

Another thing we used them catalogs for was fly flaps. They would 
take and trim them. Back when I was *a boy, somebody had to stand 
over Th e tab le ail 1 he. time with - a - fly flap — keep the flies off. They 
was like a bee swarm. Everybody was that way here. 
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her. Sick daddy, and she hadn't done a thing. He’d took the croup. 
.He’d choke to death. Said, “Yon hurry and go get them,” 

■ We went and she hadn’t done a thing: We lit the kerosene lantern. 
That’s all the light we had. Oh it was way back on the mountain. 
Tt was, I guess, three miles we walked. But now we went up that 
mountain, and she told us, “Now, don’t fool no time.” 

When we got back, why, he had got all right*. I said, “What hap- 
pened there?” * ■■ 

She said, “I doctored him at last.” She said, “It cured him.” She 
had him ufTwhcn we went in. She had him up there at the old 
fireplace. She built a fire and had him baking his feet. I didn’t ask 
her, but she greased his feet with something. ' 

She told me the next day that she was nervous. 


But back when I was young, it seemed like I never did see, her 
get scared much. One night there was a storm and she was getting 
pretty old then. One night it come a heavy storm and rain, and 
w r e lived right up over tile creek. \Ve hearc^ that creek. She come' 
and called for us— wanted to take to theJijUs ST -ai^H' : WOTWi%^jci 
her. ' • ■ 7 


It was a bad time, vou know, the water around the door. Next 

day I told her, I said. “I never seen you do that way before.’’ » 

She said, “I vyas scared.” She said, “That was good;, you begged' 

•’ 

I said, “There’s no place there. No shelter” . v 

Back theh we didn’t have an,y clocks, and they had sun marks to 
tell what time it was. My grandma and grandpa,, where they lived, 
when it was light at the edge of the porch it was twelve o'clock. 
Mv uncle and aunt live there now and it still woi*ks. A/td when a 


shadow fell . across a certain place 6n the back doorsiil, it^.was six 
O’clock. The evening, six o’clock, was behind the house. And that 


worked out. 
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TS said some kind of words]. When that burnPup, she jumped up and 
. run off. - v- ■ • - ' ® 

# - t • v * tv 

>, He offered me that he’d teach; me how to be a witch doctor when 
I was young. And I told my mother, about it and she said, “I don’t 
want you to get intp that.” I thought a whole Idt about it, and I’d 
‘get ouf with hiy un|le and ihe’d tell me things and 1 got interested 
in it, but she said, “No, don’t you get into that.” 

Back then, now, the witch doctors had a whole lot of work to 
do! Them witches now, they was local. We had them in om^ommu-' 
hity. Local people. ' 

One time a man saw a cow and she was pouring milk. [He asked 
to borrow some and they wouldn’t give him pone.] He got mad at 
them and come down: This old lady was milking the qow. He said, 
“You getting a lot of milk?” • * . 

She said, “Getting a peck bucket full.” ’ , ’ 

He looked and looked at that -cow and walked around and went 
on down the road, and the next morning that cow was dry. Never 
did give. And. she went to nothing. I remember that. That old lady 
said that man put a spell — he bewitched her, you know. Put a spell 
on her. TJhat used to happen. And they wasn’t much they could 
do. My mother always stood a horseshoe up in the back of the 
fireplace behind the backstick to ward, off the witches. Whenever 
I’d clean out the fireplace,, she’d' always say, “Harvey, put 'that, 
horseshoe back.” ^ ^ 

I believe we’ve got them yet. Now, I seen an old woman, not 
too long ago. She lived in the holler below me. And I had an old 
cow went cfazy. I went down there and told her about that, and 
told that woman about the wav that cow would do. She said, “Harvey, 

. I’ll go up there and doctor her.” 

‘ She went up and she done what I told you my uncle done — had 
her knife and cut a little dab off the ear and she put that -in a poke ( 
and took it to the house and we had. a fire in the cookstrove -and 
"in/ there. That evening we went back and that old 
cow -was 'talk about; it. Don’t fell 

nObody nothing.” Said, “Somebody’s going' to^be a’hurting.” She 
claims she’s a witch doctor. That ain’t been too long ago’. Bout 
v - eight’ ten years ago. • *. .. 

? Nov^$\there’s a plate on -Pigeon Roost called Hatterock Hill. An 
old man come there making fur hats and caps— -that’s the reason 
’ it’s called. Hatterock Hill— and somebody said he was a wanted man. 
Come a big bunch of then. You know, back .then if a hundred men 
wanted to take a man out of "jail, the Taw couldn’t do nothing, A 
hundred men ruled the law. So a bunch of men came there to where 
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that man was living under ,.^iat rock cliff' and got that old man and./ 
hanged him to a tree. AfteMhat, that place was hainted. 

This man and me’ went up there one day. And he told me to 
climb up on that rock arid, “I’ll take your picture.’' Said, “I don’t 
reckon there are any-ghosts around.” I’d- been telling him that ghost 
story coming up the road. Well, when he "got the picture back, he 
said, “Harvey, I got your piqture back took on the Hatterock Hill 
and it looks like there’s something— a shadow or something-^up 
over you.” j * 

I said, “That’s that ghost. ”j 

They say these here ghosts was the meanest people they is [when 
they vyere alive]. They don’t; believe in God or nothing Certain 
people can drive them away. I Drivb a spike, a nail, in a tree. You 

can kill them ghosts — drive them aiwgy. J - 

Now, they say! if you see somebody coming ... I hqard of a 
woman that lives back in the holler and she seen her brother coming 
up the holler, and slie went back in the hOuise, went to doing other 
things, and waited a while. She went back and looked and never 
did seejjitn no more. He never did get there, and, he lived a way 
off. She was anxious to see him. In a lew days she got word he 
was" dead. Now, they say if you see them 'a’cOming apd [they] don’t 
get there, that’s a bad-luck sign. 

Or a hen a’crow.ing. Now;, this place where I’m wanting tp.go 
today, that old lady? I said, “You’ns got any chickens?” 

She ’said, “I ain’t got a chicken.” Said, “We had one old hen 

and she went to crowing one day. And I told —he was out 

there with his little gun— to shoot her.JVou know, he had to shoot 
seven times before he killed that old hen. Throwed it down the 
hill. Throwed if away.” ’■ # 

That man with me, he said, “What was that?” \ » <?’ 

I said, “That was a bad-luck sign for her, for a hen to go crowing 
like-ia rooster.” • > A 

* Yeah, now some people, they’ll kill them there old; roosters if 
they crow aUnight. One time when I was young, I went to Erwin 
[in Tennessee] and heared a roister crowing all night down there 
and I thought that was something awful! When a rooster crowed 
of a night, he got his head cut off. People’d say some kind of bad 
Juck was going to happen. Sometimes when they’d first go to roost 
they might crow two or three times, and people said there was gonna 
be bad weather in that many days. If he crowed three times, it would 
be bad weather in three days. But now ,if he crowed way in the 
night, he got his head cut off. They’d cook" him arid mak’e chicken: 
dumplings! If they didn’t have, nary another rooster, they’d kill the 
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last rooster SoriTeBiocfy else. 

Mymother Ixaleved a lot of them superstitions. One night she 
heat ed one croJwig at eleven "o’clock, and thenrext ~da\~ ~ we ^ TTad— 
that o Id rooster -m-ihe poTT A crowing hen vyas treated the same 
way. ’■ > • 

And if a rooster comes to the steps and crows, that’s a sign compa- 
ny’s coining. Yeah, comes up^on the steps and crows. However many 
times' he crows, it’ll be that many people morning. People bank on 
it.- They’ look to that. „A lot of that’s fading' out, though. But now 
like me, raised up with a lot of that, it’ll still be in; but the- children, 
they* believe in some of that and some they don’t. It s fading out. 

Like, let’s see. There’s something about, a frdg. I forget now. 
There’s ,some way you can bewitch by a frog. I’ve heard of girls, 
they claim, putting spjells on boy's, l ake a frog, pul'- it in a box 
and let it die in there j and then there’s a certain bone pulled out 
of that frog and hooked to that boy and not let him know, and 
[it’s] said he’ll go crazy as a lunatic about that girl. Now, that’s 
story I’ve heard. Certain bone from that frog hooked up there on 
his shirt. You’ll fall ncftw! Some girl will hook ; you now! 

Another thing I wait to get across to yo’u, about horseshoes. 
You’ve seen horseshoes tacked up around. Back when I was young, 
hawks were awful pad t<]> catch chickens. Put that horseshoe up there. 
That warned the Tiawks off from catching little chickens. [Put the 
horseshoes anywhere around where the chickens were. * \ 

You know, I had me a little old bantam h«n setting in that cold 
weather the other day. She ^hatched out seven pretty littlje baniy 
chickens. I kept putting them iback in the nest every night for a 
couple of nights — afraid they’d get cold. Kept them in a box where 
that good nest- was. Went out there and something or ’no’ther had 
killed every one of them. We thought it was a black rat, but couldn’j 
.see no sign. But they say, though, them old big black rats — that’s 
what’s bloodthirsty. A cal can’t handle them. Tljicy say if one of. 
them bites you, that’s it. Them old black ones— pjoison. 

And them black snakes. I’ve heard of them milking cows. They’ll 
do that. JThere’FTf st orv 8 about that. A man had g fine cow. She 
didn’t gi\jb any milk and her tijs, when she came in L , were wet. And 
he didn’tjfknow what was wrong. He said he keplt watching that 
old cow. 'Slic’d go to a stump and stand at that stump. Seed that 
old big black, snak e come out^comcurour^hea^e— and^getdfer rhrlk: 
She’d let him d o it. She’d go to that old stump. She’d know where 
that way 

A snake can charm anybody. And you know a cat can charm a 
snake? And birds. Now, we have a cat here’ll bring in a lot of spake s. • 
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Cats eat j certain kinds of snakes. They can charm a bii/d. That tail 
a’going.' They keep coming on up. That’s the way snakes do a 
young’un. Mean!'. That’s boogerman, them snakes is. They say it’ll 
get around youf neck and that’s it. But there’s people that will let 
a snake wrap around their arm. This here Florida bby come over 
here. He found a big old black snake up over there and he wasn’t 

a bit more afraid of that— got it wrapped around his arm going 

up there. Oh, that looks scary getting toward his deck. He wasn’t 
afraid. * ’ / ’ „ 

. Now, you know them snakes get in the woods tvhere people is 
riding— you know, people riding in the woods? They’ll come right) 
down and get around anybody’s neck. Fall there. Drbp off the branch, j 
They know when to do it — time to do it. One da/y I’ was going up) 
- the road here^ going along. Heard something thud-^-come down. 
Looked at my feet. I stodped. There was a snake/fell out of a bush. 
Fell right at my feet. It was ari old racer. / 

I But now people got pst snakes. I’m afraid of a snake. Alter we 
moved over here, we rented some land from an old man oyer on 
the mountain tpver here, land he had a pet sniike and it stayed in 
an a^ple tfee*-hollow pljce in the apple tree — and he said, “If you 
see my pel snake* around here, don’t you’ns hurt it. I wouldn’t take 
nothing far it. That’s a 'pet.” Said, “It won’t bother you.” 

Now, my wife,Ve. wasjthere one day sitting/ under there. It poked 
its head out. My wife, ?he got her a rock and I told her, “Don’t 
4 throw it. That’s -a pet snake.” Well, she thfowed that rock and it° 
liked to come out of there, but it went back jin, hurt bad. We looked 
for that snake every day: We never did see/ it no more. i 

That old man told us,, “My pet snake is /gone. I didn’t want that 
. snake killed.” We didn’t; tell him. He. said, “I ain’t seen it.” Said, 
-“It’s gone.” We never dijd see it no* more'* , . 

Garther Barnett’s killed morp than anybody. He’d kill every snake 
he seen. Had a rifle * He (lives over therp on a creekbank. He’d see 
a snake out on a limb — ker-bang! He’d? know when he’d get orte. 

, That’d be it. The others^ |yoti know, they’d run a race with him. 
Keep a record. I lived over there and he run a store. He said, “I’ve 
got 140 snakes this year so far,” Ye^H, he went up to 300 snakes. 

[ He cleaned them but over there. Yob never see no more snakes. 
He had so far he patrolled. His wife would tend the store. He’d 
go up. the road. You’d hear him shoot. Come back — put it on the 
• record. He’d put down, “Killed so rbany snakes.” Champion snake 
killer of Pigeon Roost: L > 

But the old people on Pigeon Roost believed a lot of that stuff 
I was telling you. That was way D back in the mountains [no cars, 
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telephones, radios]. But now back then ,thev : S' lot of pe,ople 

on the- road. [The road going up Pigeon R^dst Greek] was whe road 
tftat led to Tennessee. There- was^a^ .- lot of different, people come 
through there traveling on horseback and walking. There’d be fami- 
lies. Some of them didn’T have any money, andmy brother^-thau. 
was back before T^ahTemember, but he remjefhbered^— he said one 
night they ty^g^Family of eleven. The man had lost hi!s wife and 
he was, proving th^trrin to Tetmesse^ somewheres. He had a big 
family, and he told my daddy, he said, “I tried all the way up the 
creek. It’s getting late and I can’t get nowhere to sta,y all night.” 
He told my' daddy he was a widower. 1 , • •" w ‘ *}■ .* - "* 

’And my daddy told them, “Well, we’ll have- to try to keep you 
some way. Might fare a little.” We just had two rooms and, see, 
they wa$ a big family of us. J&ut mlother made beds on the floor. 
She, had some extra bed ticks, you know. And they said they fared 
all right. Bedded ’em all down. 

That man said he didn’t have rio nhone'y at all. The next morning, 
why, they went on up across the mountain walking. They had some 
things with them a’canving them.’ - 

There , was one old man come down across from Tennessee It 
was a pretty cold time and he Built him a fire in an old tree, anefi 
that Tree* stood there for years. People would say, “There, is where 
the old man set the tree on fire,” Burnt the inside out, yoti know. 
He stayed out on the ground around that. 

But they was all moving. Like what we call today transient. They 
was changing, places. I remember about one time d was up oh the 
hill andj I could see way up the road a half a mile] and seen what 
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looked like three old Women coming, and I went and told my mother. 
And it was up in the evening about ( two o’clock and she said, “Yeah, 
they’ll come on through here!” j ■ ■ I 

* And we kept watching for them, and we seen thfim coming" They 
was going to Huntdale. They went on down the creek, them old 
women. They didn’t stop and talk. They just went on through like 
they was in a hurry. V 

Some went in wagons but most walked. I can’t remembei;, but 
they said there was a boy went through. He was a kind of a queer 
boy. Said he had a big old dog right with him, -and he went through, 
oil in a hurry; And the next day they was some people come through 
a’huApng for him; you know, a’tracing after him. Said there was 
something wrong with him. He wasn’t right. We told them we seen 
him go up the road. Hqd a dog. Said, “Yeah.” Said, “H/? left wjth 
a big dog.” Went on. We never heard. -.See, like that, you never 
would hear n'q more. « 

And there was peddlers on the road. We called them Irish ped- 
dlers. They carried it on thdir back*. you know. Sorta like a five- , 
and-ten, little things. Tablecloths and all kinds of little things. Nee- 
dles and stuff like- {had .What you used at home. Anybody could a 
buy soinegoSd^Moff from them! Ribbons. 

Thern peddlers, itheAv'ay^they worked that, they had a house below 
A me. The people in the ho'iiMi kept boarders. They wouljd be two 1 
or three of them Irish peddlers and, they’d go in different directions. 
Like one would go across Bean Creek, and one to Cherry Gap. 
Come Saturday, they’d stay there over the weekend. You’d see them 
sitting out under shade trees. They knew where to come\to. On 
Monday morning, they would take off a different way. V 
Von had to pay money to them peddlers mostly. I know about 
one, one time^ come to our home. My sister, we was out in the 
field and he come about dinnertime. He was a new one, you know. 

He got her to get dinner for him. He didn’t pay no money, but 
he give her things to' pay for the dinner. Saj^l, “I’ll give you this 
and give you that for m.y dinner.” 

And back then we had what we called a wheel store. Did you 
ever hear talk of a wheel store? They would come and have like a 
certain time on like Monday morning. Everybody [in the community] 
would gather up to a certain, place and wait for the wheel store. 
Now they done good trading too. It was a big old truck and what ’* 
we call now a trailer^ He had his stuff in there like a store. Y'ou 
go in there and get what you wanted. He come frpm back in Yancey 
. County. He would buy- roots and, herbs, too. \ \ 

There was a man down one time. He wouldn-’t get up there where 
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1 lived, up over Had crock Hill. He would come dowrj there as far 
as the mail come. Mail come down there 
Lewis lived, and people would meet out 
' He’d be on horseback. 

But one morning, I guess they was' twenty people thjere. We seen 
the old man what run that store [which was in competition with 
the wheel store most of them dealt with]. And he come up there 
Hvhere people had roots and herbs and eggs arid everything [ready 
- 4 p ) sell to that wheel store, and he said, “What do vou get for 
this stuff?” •- 

And we wouldn’t tell him, you know. 

And he said, “Take it down do my store, and I’ll give you more 
money than that.” Said, “I want your people’s trade up here.” - 
And some of them went arid talked with him. Were going down 
there. And come to me and asked me, and I said, “No.” I had a 
bunch of stuff, you know. Eggs and chickens. And I said, “No, I’m 
not going.” 

They said, “Why?” 

I said, “Well, you’ve got a special day [on prices from this new 
man).” 1 said, “If we all go, this [regular] man maybe won’t come 
back here no more if he sees us going down there.” I said, “We’d 
better keep [dim regular man] here.” I said, “[This new man is] 
going tp give us, a special day, but next week he might not give us 
as much as our [regular] man does.” I said, “We better hold to 
it:” 

Some of them said, “You’re right about that.” You know, he had 
a list. He handed it around. -Had a list of what he’d give. He went 
on back. Said, “Come on down.” He went on back. They’s some 
went. JusCa few went. . ■ 

That Hatterock Hill fs fixed now. Back then it was rough. Had 
more trouble there than anyplace on Pigeon Roost Road.- When 
we got our road fixed there^ why, that mail come right past home. 
And that held up for years. That there was WPA work. Fixed it 
and we got our, mail through. People ordered more stuff again than 
they do now. There was a dozen big mail-order houses. When he 
1 went on horseback, he’d have that horse loaded’ down with packages 
tied, swinging. 

After I married, me, and my wife had three children — two girls 
and a boy. After we had the first two/we moved down off Pigeons 
Roost on account of them going to school. [It was too hard for 
them to get there from our old borne.] They all went through high 
school. That’s their graduation pictures over there. They got a lot 
more of an education than I got. .» 
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A niei(£*t in Legend (Dorson), 7: 484 
A m mean d nth ropoldgist, 6: 8 6 
A me if it: a n chestnut tree, 6: 397-421 
biigh|t disease, 6:408-21 

f e c l i o n t o (fi r s 1 1 1 and a c c o u 11 t s j , 6 : 
j 408-16 " 

/research and experimentation, 6: - 

diaract eristics and uses of, 6: 397- 
I 408 • •' \ 

American Folk Legend (Hand), 7: 485 
"'American Folk I ife (ed; Yoder), 7: 485 
American Folklore (Dorson), 7 484 
American Folklore and the Historian 
'‘('Dorson), 7 . 484 
Angel /Gilbert, 5: 266, 424- ^ 

Angier, Suzy, 7: 12, 451 

Ants, dealing with (in the garden) , 7: 

x l8 7 A.. ..It 

Anty-oyer (or Anthony • o\y or Ant’ni 

"over) game'; 6: 272-74 

Anvil, for blacksmithing, .5: 1 1 5 
._ -Appftkiclmi 

Appalachian II eri tage (quarterly), 7:490 ; 
A ppa Id chia n Iss ues a n d R es 0 u ires 
(catalogue), 4: 495 


5. arid 6 refer; to 
Foxji re 6 , respectively. 


. I ppa lac hi an jo urn a L 7 . 4 9 1 
A p p a 1 a chi a n- O r a 1 ^listc >T y 1 5 1 o j ecr 7 ; 
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Appalachian Press, 7: 491-92 
A p p a l a c 1 1 i a n V r a i 1 C o 1 \lc v enc e , 7 432- 
36 

A ppa l shop Company, 7: 492 

Apple dde.. /. 4 }c)-r } j 

Apple-head dolls, 6: 178-88 

Apples, ./: 4 5M-56 
bleaching, (/: 452-54 
fr ied pies, (/: 455-56 
Amies, Ethel,!, 5. 101 
A r r o \v o o d , C| . M , 7, : 3 6 2 —06 - ' 

Arrovvood, jj)e, 7 : . 1 9 i 
Arthur', R u s-jj ell, 7: 444 p - 

A rt 0 j Ln 1 / ) ig fo 1 ig, l h e ( C o 1 n a 10 ) , 6 : 3 2 2_ 
Arwood, Garrett, fiddle making of, 7: 

1 1 6-2 2 

A-sh -hoppers^ 7.4 7 “ ” ~ 

B 

• B a ird * J oh 11, 5 : 2 92 
Balfour; Henry, 6:86 

Ballads and Breakdowns from the Southern 

A fount d\ n s- *( E v e r i d g e ) , 6 : 9 1 9 

Ball a n d cu p ( 1 oy ) , 6:1 58-5 9 
Ball-pcen hammers, for blacksmithing, j 

5- 1 n j 

Bar, Ben, 6: 141, 142, 257-59 ■ - | 

-Barker, Caney, 5: 361- j 

Barnes, Tommy, 7: 479-80 j 

Barnett, Hannah Hunnicutt, 6: 462 | 

Barnett, Reverend- Spencer, -6: 462 — - j 

* Barrels, gun (hand-forged), 4: 226-41 

‘ ‘freshing out , ' ’ 5:26 2 T (>3 * 

'Barsotti, John, 5:420, 425 
Bartram, William, 7: 399 
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Base, game of t .6: 274-77 

Bates, Carol, 6: 290-91, 307 

Bates, Pearl, 6 : 288-89, 300-1, 303- 

’ »• 3 o6 -i3« 8 

Bates, Ted, 5. 53 
Baxter, B. M., y 335 
Beams, hewing, 4: 457-59 - 

Bean, Charles, 5 ; 21 6 
Bean, Jessie, 5: 216 
Bean, Russell, 5: 215 
Bean, William, 5: 215, 216 
Bean beetles, dealing with (in the 
garden), 4: 187 

Bean rifles; 5:21^, 21b, 218-19, 220i 
2 9 1 . 

Beans, planting, ./: 175-76 
Beard, Captain Ben, 4: 19 
Bear hunting, 5/ 437-94 
after the kill, 5. 470-75 
dubs, 5: 460-61 1 

dogs for, 5: 447~5 / 8 
habits and habitat (of the hear), 5: 

445-47 

'■ ’■ "hunters,; 5- v 437^44 

laws and regulations, 5; 458-59 

stories, 5: 477-94 ; 

and trapping, 5: 461—68 
traps and pens, 5: 468-70 
Beck, C. Frederick, 5: 293, 420, 421, - 
422,423,424,425 

Beck, John Philip, y 2 1 3, 380, 38 1 ,383 
Beck, Laurence, 6: 41-42 
Beck, Shayne, 6: 104-7, l °8 
Beets, planting, 4: 168 
Bell, Tim; 5: 44-45 
Bender, Claire, 4: 137-49 

BenneHr Bob^ 134^ ^-39.7 
Bennett, : Margie, 4: 12 
Berry buckets, 4: 382-84 
Betts, Jeff,, 5: 107 
Beun, Brian, 4: 9 
Bianco, Carla, 4: 485 
Bible, Scott, 4: 458 ' 

Bingham, Charlie^: 53 
Bird carvings, 4: 7 5-80 
Bird traps, 4: 194-97 , 

Bivins, John ,-5:2 84— — — 

Blacky Dale, 7: 405-18 ^ 

Blackbirds, dealing with (in the 
garden), 4: 188 

B lack Powder 390, 40+ — * 

"Blacksmithing, 106-68 

basic procedures, 5: 125-29 & 
bending, y 126 
hole in the metal, y: 125 


tempering (or heat treating), y 
w 127-29 • 
up-setting, y 1.26 
welding process, y; 126-27 
bellows used, y 1 10-1 1 
charcoal, y .1 24 
coal and/or coke, y 124-25 
cowbell, 5; 175-82 
forge shovel, 5. 147-55 
f\ froy, y 1 59-68 
horseshoeing, 5: 182-207 
i n 1 px > r t a n c e o f t h e b 1 a c k s m i 1 h , y 108 
iron supply, y 1 06-8 
shop location, y 108 
.tools, y 11 2-22 
work and impairs, y 108-12 
list of items, 5> 129-33 
See also Iron making 

Blevins, Charlie, 5:230, 23-1^235, 237- 
39 

Blindfold, game of, 6: 277 
B la odsto ppers a n d B earn r <i / hers ( D o r s o n ) , 
485 _ * 

B lo w gun if. o v) 6; 1 6 o 
Blue Ridge Mountain Men (shooting 
dub), y 401-4 
Blumquist, Dr., 4: 437 
Blythe brothers, y 360 
Boatright, Mody C., 485 

Bond, Cam, 4 : 299, 316; 5. 17; 6: 397 
Bond, Julian, 4: 495 
Boorite„ Daniel, 5: 215, 216, 283 
Boughton, Hawk, y 405-18 
Bouncing pig (toy), 6: 160 
Bourgeois, Marin lc, 5: 209 
Bow and .arrow Ctoy),"6: 160-62 

JBo.wiu John,. 6^1.1 2 75 ? *M. 

Boyens, Phyllis, 4: 492 

Bradley, Scott, 4: 382-84, 391 * 

Brewer, Ben, 4 : 1 37 , , 

Broadside (public television facility), 4: 

49 2 > 

Brooks, Burnett, 4: 180 
Brooks, Florence, 4: 151, ifKi-67, 168, 
1 73, 175, 177, 178; 6: 1 4 2"; 166, 
” 189-9 1 ’ 288 

Brooks, Lawton;; 4: 7, 150. ^ 51, 1 55 » 
.,165, 172-73, 180, 183, 184-85, 

c” d93^ 1 94-95* l 9^ * 98 , 37°* 

3800 ‘39 ^2,444, 469; 6: 142, 
1-60, 178, 196—98, 206, 227-28, 
236, 274, 282, 303 
horse-trading adventures, 4: 215-26 
on how to dig a well, 4: 373—7 5 
Brown, Andy, 5: 3^- 
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B ro \vn , • I) a n n y , 5 : 4 3 7,444 
Brown, Mrs. E. IL, 6. 192 
Brown, Eddie, 5.' 437, 439, 444, 448 
, Brown, Harry, -// 154-55, l 5^~59> 

171-72, 174, 175, 177, 185, 347 
horse trading adventures, 4/ g 32-34 
sprin gho u s e w a t e r s y sbe m , 7 : 3 48-52 
Brown, Mrs. Harry, 4:449-50, 451 
Brown, Harry, St\, 7: 461-65, 466 
Brown, Jan, 7: 202 
Brown, l)r. John, 6:407-%? 41 1 — 13 
Brown, Lt«e, 5: 33 : 

Brown, Marinda, 7. 169, 174, 175, 

• 77-78, 179', 4G8; 6: 274, 293 
Brown, Ransom, 5:48, 173 
Biown, Dr. Rexel, 6: 304 \ 

B \'i > w n e 1 1 , Bob, 5 : 2 90 . J 

/jroic/i. Lwng , /Co//«/? ;V/?// / 1 /i/r.v (record),? 

7:492 ./ | 

Brunson, Laurie, 7: 202 ? 

Brunvard, Jan Harold, 7:485 f 

Bryan, Katharine, 6:421 # I 

Bryson, Neal, 6 : 3 1 6 - j 

B u b b 1 e bio w e 1 (toy), 6 : 1 6 2 
Buchanan, Ldnie, 7: 151, 164,. 167, . 

' t68, 172, 174, 191 j 

Buchanan, Millard, 7: 198,. 258, 45'J~ 

59 ^ 'I 

Buchanan, Shirley, 7: 299-302 | 

Buckskin Report , 7 /it, 5: 390 | 

/b/r/o/d/j 5: 292 1 

Building the Bridge for Him (Dromgooflb), 

6- 34 If 

Bulgin, Cieorge>-5. 107, 109 | 

Bulgin, George Miller-, .5: i 34 ~ 3 ^| 


Button on a string (tdv), 6: t (56 
Buying the Wind Regional Folklore* \)\ the 
United States (Dorsey), 7: 484 
Buzzer (toy), 6: 194—95 ' 


Buljgin, John, 7: 419; 5: 84, -443^1# 5, 

' j >28, 129, 133-44 . ' 

Bulgin, John Randolph, '5: 136 jj 
Bulgin, Randolph, 5: 107 if \ 

Bull grinder (toy), 6: 162-65 
B u 1 1 p e n g a m e , 6: 278-7 9 
Bull roarer (toy), 6: 1 94-95 
Burdette, Mark, 5: 444; 6: 143 
Bijyns, Robert, 6: 349. 

Burrell, F c r d , 7 / 219-21 

Bunjess, Bob, j: 437, 4.39, 464, 472, 

\ 475 ; 47C 477-78 

Bur ress, Jimmy, 5: 472 - 
Butcher knile' (Will Campbell variety), 
7: 66 

Butcher knife (Tedra Harmon variety), 
\ 59 

Butler, Juel, 4: 90-93 
Butler, Lynn, 4: 391, 445-48; 5 ' 495 " 
97 


C a b b age , planting. 7:16 9 
('a b hage town Families, ('.abb age town Food 
v -/• 1 1 

Cabbage worms, dealing ^uh (in the 
a • garden), ./' 187 

| Cabe, Loum, 7: 185 

J Cable. Fawns, 5: 472 

{ .Cagle, W ini re c 1 , 5 : 3 5 4 
J Caldwell, S to key, 5: 472 

| Calhoun, John C., 5:89 

,? Campbell, George, 7 131 

jr Campbell, Reverend John C. T 7: 4 1 8— 

; . 19 ' 

' Campbell, Olive Dame, 7: 419 
( 1 a n 1 p b ell, S a red 1 Tho n 1 a s 7 7 : 41 3 
Campbell, Tom, plow-stock making of, 
7:126-33 

Campbell, Will, knife making of, 7: 66 
Campbell, William, 5: 214 
Campbell Folk School (John C.), 7:68- 
69 

Camps (logging), 7: 299-316 
types of employees, 7: 311 . 

Cane, growing, 7: 179-81 
, A C anno n , N I r s . ( i e til, 77 191 

Cannon, Lola, 7: 317-33; 6: 178, 192, 
292 '"296, 303 

Cannon, Rpth and Estelle, 7: 329-30 
VCarawan, Guy, 7: g 
Carey, George, 7: 485 

■^Garju^n, Craig, 7: 252-53, 403; 6: 128 
1 Ca’rltonGtti^y.- 37 * 

Carlton, Tom, 7TT5^-.^g, 51-67, 93-** 
102,126-33,450 , 

Carpenter, Arkv.7: 165, 168, 192, 336, 

f 337 ’ 367/449. 45 ° 

spt inghouse water system of , 7: 355— 


Carpenter, -Brenda, .7: 151,31 6; 6: 25- 
----- 26,-1-43 - - - - - ' 

Qarpenter, Carl, 7: 191 
Carpenter, Hyman, 6: 423 
Carpenter, -Mary, 7: 152-53', 155, 159, 
161 

Carpenter, May belle, 7: 202; 6: 143 
Carr, Robert, 5: 274 
Carr, Robert Scott, Jr?, 5: 263', 264 
Carrots,- planting, 7: 168 
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Caruso, Enrico, 6: -35 1 j 

Carver, Bit, 7: ’75-80, 93-102; 151, $ 
317,325,366,444 _ 

Carver, Buck, 4: 445-48, 471-77^^ 
141, 142, 162; 1.72, 195, 214T. 

/ 233, 236, 284, 296-97, 307=8 

Oa r v e r , Mrs. Buck, 6 : 282 - 

Carver, Mrs. Buster, 6: 306 
Carver, Kaye, 4: 202;* 6: 143 
Carver, Kit, 4 4 50 ; 

C a r v e r ,<■ I .ca n a I . , 4 : 191 
Carver, Phyllis, 4: 365 
Caskets, making, 4: 469-70 > 

C a s 1 1 e I > e r r y , Jason, 5: 131. 1 3 2 
C a t a 1 o o c h e e sho o is, 5 : 3 9 7 -4 o 1 
Cal ball, game of, ,6: 307-8 1 

Caudill, Harry, 4: 493-94 '* " 

^Cellini, Benvenuto, 5.4286- 
Chadwick, Bob, 5: 285 
Chair bottoming, 4: 461^65 
Chambers, Jim, 5: 295, 299 / 

. gun making of , 5: 378-4)0 
^Chapman, James, 6:461 
Clia.se the rock, game of , 6: 280 
Chastain, Doc, 4: 191 
Chastain, Mary, 4: 151 
Chastain, Vicki, 4: 151 
Checkers, 6v 280 
Cheese making, 4: 385—93 
cottage cheese, 4: j 393 
Cherokee Indians, 6: 91 
Cherokee Seoul C j : 408 - 
Chestnut blight (Endothia pa ras i tic ah 6 : 
408-2 1 1 

Reaction to (firsthand accounts), 6 : ' 
408-16 

research and experimentation, 6: .* 

i 416-21 i 

C h es t iUl t trees f see Am e r i c a n chestnut ...... 

tree 

Child T hat Toilelh Not, 4:418, 

Chi nes e c h es t n u t ( Casta iiea m 0 Him rn a ) , 

& 399 ‘ • 

Chisels; for blacksmithing, 5: 118, 119 
Churchiir Winston, 6:361 
Churning woman (toy), 6: 1 67^68 
Chuttahjgot.ee, Chief, 4: 403, 41 i, 

425 , Y 

Cider mill, diagram of, 4: 449 

Clarence Danow for the Defense (Stone), 

; ' 6: 353 " ; 

Clark, Mrs. Clyde, 5: 438 

Clark, Mike, 4: 9; -5: 4.37-38, 440-41, 

448 


Cleavers, lor blatkamithing, 5, 118, 

i ; " : ' 

Cleveland, Will, 5: 43 
Cli^k^ Samuel Lafayette, 5: 216-17: 
Climbing bear (toy), 6: 169-71 
Cline, Walter, 5: 420, 423 
Club fist, game of. 6: 281 
Cbchran, Charles, 5: 363 
Cochran, Dan, 5: 360 ** 

' Cochran, Doug, 5: 356 
Cochran, Frank, 5: 260, 382 
gunmaking off 5: 354-66 
Cochran, Hattie, 5: 357, 365 
Coffee, Mr., 4: 36-37 
Cogdill, Jerald, y- 442-43, 445-46, 

. 4 - 17 ' 4 8 3“*M- 465, 467, 471,, 

471-75 

Coleman, Mrs. Norman, 4: 191 
Coltards, planting, 4: 176-77 
Conley, .Gertrude, j>: 496 
Conner, Phil, 4: 450^ 463, 470 
Cook, Mike, 4: 9, 11 
Cooper, Mark, 5: 93—94 
Copernicus, 6: 348 
Cormack, 1 J., 5: 293 
Corn, Ethel, 4: 163, 174; 6: 192, 194, 
283 , 

Corn, planting, 4: 170-72 * 

Cornaro, Louis, 6: 322 
Corncob jail game, 6: 281-82 
Corn guns (toy), 6: 172 
Corn-shuck chair bottom, 4: 461-65 
Cornstalk animals, 6: 172^73 
Cornstaljk fiddle, 6: 173-77 
Cortez, Gregorio, 4: 485 ' 1 

Costella brothers, 4: 219 
Cottage cheese, how to mal% 4: 393 
Couch, Frank, 6: 78 vh 
Counts, Charles, 4: 478 
Cowbell, how to make, ^5: 175-82 
(hacking the whip, game of, 6: 282 
Crane, Betty, 6: 422,^437' 

Crane, John, 6: 422, 437 
C r a w fo r d , J i m , 4 : 2 58-5 9 
Crawford, Ping, 4; 457-58 
Crockett, Davy, 5: 263, 443 
Crockett, Taylor, 5:443, 449. 450, 45 1 , 
454 - 5 8 < 4 fi 2 . 464-65. 475 
Cronic, Ken, 4: 123, 137-49, 3 8 4 - 39 C 
458 . ._ 

Crossbow (toy), 6:978 
Cross-peen hammers, for 

blacksmithing, 5: 117 
Crowell, Debbie, 4: 393 
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CVqjyvs, dealing with (in the garden), 

D 188 

Cnifhilev, Kenny, 6: 143' 

Crmnlev, Lloyd, 6/ 301-2 
CucumbejD dolls, 6 : 1 89—1)1 
Cn a umbers, planting, 4: 174 
Culpepper, Wendell, 4: 260, 458 
Cummings, Carrie, 6 : 296, 298 
Cunjjlaglh, ./•' .403, 4 '?- 4" - 425 
CuriA\ Madame, 6 : 348 
Curtis, Charlie, 5/ 52 
Giiftii, Wilson, 5/ 51, 52 
Cut wbrrns, dealing, with (in the 
arden), 4/ 187 


Dailey, i mo gene, 4: 1 9 a 
Dakis, flank, 6/ 39 f 

Dancing poll (toy), 6 : 208-13 
Dangler, Horner, 5/ 2 1 3 
Danner, t roy, 4; 28, 51 
knife miking of, 4/ 60—66 
. / Darden, Antoine, 5/ 244 f 
Darden, C;Ul, 5/ 242-52 
Darden, Fran, 5: 242 
Darnell, Frqd, 4: 191 
Da r row, Clarence, 6 : 348, 351 
Darwin, Charles, 6 : 348 
Da Vinci, Leonardo, 5/ 286" ; 

Davis, Arthuil 6/ 141, 142, 158, 215- 
V- 2 2 4 , 252-53, 254 . 

Davis, Joe, 5/46-47 
t)avis, Ogilvie \H., 5: 281, 333, 335 
Deadfall traps, I4; 198-99 
Deal, ReverendUohn Archibald, 4/410, 
4 1 1, 424I 

Decorated Firearn^, 5/ 209, 210 
.. * Deer, dealing with (in the garden), 4.; 

• 188 ' \ ' 

Deer, Men if 5:420, 423-24 

. J )eMcn l, Hazel, 6^ 93 

Devil in the promised land, game of 
6 : 282 ! \ 

Dickerson, Mack, 252-56; 6/ 201 
Dickerson, Minim id, 4/ 191; 6 : 201 
Dickerson, R. M., 4:, 152, 157-58, 163, 
164, 167, 1 7 Q > 193 
Dickerson, Roy, 4/ 102-3, 202 
Dickerson , T erry , 4 / te 5 2-56^ 

Dickert, Jacob, 5/ 2 1 V 
Dietz, Dr. Albert, 6/418, 421 
• Digging a well, 4,; 36^-81 ^ 

Dillard, Barnard, 4/ icj^i 
Dillard, John, 6 : 195 \ 
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Dill in’, J ohn G. W\ , 5 / 22 2 
Dills, Arthur, 6 : 422, 423-36 
'Dills, Bobbie, 4/191 
Dills, Hattie, 6/ 422 
Dills, Vance, 6 : 423 
Dishrag gourd, 4/ 481 
Disney, Walt, 4/12 
Ditchburn, Bob, 5/ 285 
DockiriS; Bertha, 6 : 192,^224, 288 
Dodgeball, 6A282 
Dogs, for bear hunting, 5/ 447-58 
Dolls, 6 : 191 — c) 3 
apple-head, 6/ 178-88 j x 
cucumber, 6 : 1 89-^9 1 1 

limber jack or dancing; 6/ 208-13 
Dorsey, Frank, 4/ 221-22’ 

Dor son, Richard M., 4/ 482-85 
Dougherty, B. B., 6 : 348 ( 

Douglas, G. R., 5. 427 
Dover, X011, 4/ 154, 161, 162-63, 164, 
166, 167, 169, 170—71', 174, 179 
Dowdle, Happy, 6/ 248, 249 ^ 
Dowdle, Mark, 6 : 38 
Dowdle, That! lk Happy/' horse trading 
adventures of, 4/ 234-37 
Dowsing for water. 4/ 362-66 » 

Drake,, Mike, 4/ 200, 368, 371; 5/ 401, 
402 

Driftwood, Jimmy, 6/91 
Dromgoole, W. A., 6 : 348 
Dropping the handkerchief, game of, 
6 : 283 

Dryman, Belle, 4. 154, 161, 162, 166, 
183, 184 ' b 

Dryman, Fov, 4/ 183 
Dryman, Fred, 5/ 53 
Dumb be# (toy), 6/ 194 
Dumb bull (toy), 6 : 194-95 
Duncan, Dr., 5/420 
Dundes, Alan, 4/485 
Duvall , Hob, hearse trading adventures' 
or,-./: 237-46 

E p 

Earnhardt, Charles, Wood carving- 
scenes of, 4/ 69-75 
Earp, Thelma, 4/ 385, 388-91 
East, jack, 4/ 479-80 
Eaton, Allen H., 4/ 68; 6/ 141 
Echols, ^Harriet, 4/ 163, 167, 168, 180- 
81,482, 183-84, 185-86, 191, 

1 93 ’ 3 8 5 - 393 ; 6: 3° 2 

Eddy, Junius, 4/ 8 
Edwards, Ab, 5/ 34-35 
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* * 

Edwards, Darryl, 6* 108, 322 
Einstein, Albert, 6: 348, 362 
Eisenhower, Dwight D., 6: 350 
' Embrey, Harold, 4: 365, 379 
Entertainment, sec Play and 
•entertainment 
Epstein, Dena, 6: 78, 81 
Evans, David, 6: 55, 86, 91 
Everidge, Charles, 6. 91 

F ' 

t 

Fall gardening, 4: j 76-77 

Earn bee, Ray, 5. 84, 160-6 

Faraway Time and Place, A (Carey). 4: 

‘ A 485. 

Farmer, Billy, 5: 47 1 
Farmer, Henry “Chick, V 5:471 
Fanner, Joe, 5/ 295, 397, 400 
gunmaking of, 5: 344-49 
Farris, Red. j: 222, 266, 279-80, 281, 
421 

Fears, Jeff, 4: 341, 460; 5. 439, 44<>, 

444-448 ' .A 

Fences, garden, 4: 1 9 1-9 3 
Ferguson, Dale, 4: 253, 368, 371, 456 
Ferns of North Carolina, 4: 437 
Fiddle making, 4: 106-25 

Clarence Rath bone variety, 4- 1 22- 

3 5 1 

Garrett Arwood variety, 4: t 1 (>-22 
Harley Thomas variety, 109-15 
Fieldball, 6: 283-84 ^ 

Fife, Austin and Alta, 4: 485 

Files, for blacksmithing, 5: 120, 121 

Finger, Billy, 5: 472 

Fink, Paul, 5: £20 

Fireball, game of, 6: 2*84 

Fireplace poker, how to make, 5: 136- 

44 

FitzSimmons, Frank, 5: 84-87 
Flanagan, David, 4: 7, 13; 6: 143 
Flea beetles, dealing with (in the 
garden), 4: 187 
Flowery, Cathy, 4: 90, 91 
Flowerg, Dennie, Andy, and Billy, 

9 1 , ' 

* Flowers, William, relief sculpture oh 

•C 90^3 

Fluttermill (toy), 6: 196-99 

Fly gun (toy), 6:200 

Flying jenny (toy), 6: 200-4 

Folk carvings, 4: 80-88 

Folklore , a Research Guide (Brunvand), 4: 

■ 485 . 


Folklore , Selected Essays A 1 ) o is o n ) t 4: 

484 - 

oik lore and Fake lore (Dors on), 4: 484 
Folklore and Folkhfe, an Introduction (ed. 

* Dor son), 4: 484 
Fo Ik lore fro m the Sc h oharie H i / Is , Sew 1 0 rk 
(Gardner), 4: 485 

Folklore of the Oil Industry (Boatright), 

4 ’ 485 

Fo Isom, N i n a , 6: 128 
For Beginners Only (Baxter), 5; 335 
Forge shov^T, how to make, 5. 147-55 
Foster, Adam, horse trading 

adventures of, 4: 246-51 
Foster, Roy, 5; 53 
Fountain, Joey, 4: 450 
Fountain, Roger, 6: 143 
Fox and dogs, game of 6 : 284 
Fox and geese, game of, 6: 285-86.. 
Foxfire Press, 4: 493 
Franklin, Ernest, 6. 141, i6o, 172, 255- 
5,6, 274-77, 278-79, 280, 282, 
292 

Freeman, Louise, 4: 15-50, 137-49 
Fried -apple pies, 4: 4 5 5-56 
Frizzell, Daryl-, 5: 47 t 
Frizzell, Pat, 5: 47 1 
Frizzell, Tommy, 5. 471 
F r o e , ho w 1 o im \ k e , 5 ; 15 9—6 8 
Frog trouncing, game of, 6. 286 
Fruit, cultivating, 4: 178-79, 
Fruit-basket turnover, game of, 6/ 

286 * 

Fuller, Cart, 5: 420 
Furniture (toy), 6: 204-5 

G 

Games, 6: 272-310 
anty-over T 6: 272-74 
base, .6: 274-77 
* blindfold, 6: 277 
bullpen, 6: 278-79 
catball, 6: 307-8 < 

chase the rock, 6. 280 
checkers, S: 280 
dub fist, 6: 281 
corncob jail, (>: 281-82 
cracking the whip, 6: 282 
devil in the promised land, 6: 282 
dodgebail, 6.-282' 
dropping the. handkerchief,' 6; 283 
fieldball, 6: 283-84 
.-.fireball, 6: 284 
fox and dogs, 6: .284 
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fox and geese, 6: 285-86 
frog trouncing, 6: 286 
fruit-basket turnover,- 6: 2.86 
ghost, 6: 287 ^ 

green grass, 6 : 286-^87 * 

green man’s garden, 6: 287 
hide-and-seek, 6: 288 
hide the thimble, 6; 288-89 
hiding the needle in a hay stack, 6: 
288 

lioopy hide, (): -288 s 

hopscotch, 6/289—9 1 
hull gull, 6: 292 
jack rocks, 6: 292 
jack straws, 6: 292 
jack up 'a bush, 6: 292 
jumping jack, 6:295 
jump rope, 6: 293 
kitty walks a corner, 6: 293 
kitty wants the corner, 6: 293-95 
leadbelly, 6: 295 
lost my handkerchief, 6: 295 
marbles, 6: 295-97 
marching: around the level, 6: 297- 

9 « 

^ mumble peg, 6: 298-300 
old granny hum bum,- 6: 300 
old granny Wiggins is dead, 6: 

30,0- 1 

peg, 6: 301-2 : 

playhouses (or playing house), 6: 
302-3 ■ 

please and displease, 6: 303 
poor old Tom, 6: 303-4 
ring around the nuilbferry bush, 6: 

3°4 

rooster fighting, 6: 304 . 
shakespears, 6: 304 
skin the cal, 6: 304-5 
snake in the grass, 6: 305 
tap hand, 6: 306 
teacher, 6: 307 
totin’ ‘over the mark, 6: 307 
townball, 6:307-8 
trip to Alaska, 6: 308 - 

tug of war, 6: 309 TT'T* 

\ William Trembletoe, 6: 309-10 
Gardening, 7: 150-93 
cane, 7: 179-81 
clearing the land, 4: 152-53 
dealing with pests 4 : 186-91 
difference in the old and hew, 4: 193 
fences, 4; 191-93, 
fruit, 4: 178-79 
hay, 4: 1 83-^84 
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perennials, herbs^and spices, 4: 
177-78 

preparing the soil, 4: 153-56 
rye, wheat, and oats, 4: 184-86 
seeds, 4: 160-62 
by^signs of the’moon, 4: 162-64 
tobacco,, 4: 181-83 
* tools for, 4: 157-60 
turnips, 4: 167-68 

vegetables,../: 164-76 i 

beans, 4: 175-76 
beets, 4: 168 

cabbage, 4: 169 r 

carrots, 4: 168 

corn, 4: 170-72 

cucumbers, 4: 174 

fall crop, 4: 176-77 

lettuce, 4: 166-67 / 

melons, 4: 174 

mustard , 4 : 1 68—69 

okra, 4: 173 

onions, 4: 165-66 

peas, 4: 167 

peppers, 4: 173 . : 

potatoes, 4: 16.4-65 . \ 

pumpkins, 4: \ 75 / \ 

squash, 7:1 73-74V 
sweet potatoes', 7: 172 I 

tomatoes, 7: 1 72-73 , \ 

Garden pests, dealing with, 7: i86-y<ji 
Gardner, Emelyn E., 7: 485 ! , 

Gafland, Nora, 4: 385, 393 
Garner, Buford, 7: 366 
Garrard , John, 6: 32 2 
Ghost, game of, 6: 287 
Gibson, Lelia, 6: 162, 206, 229, 295, 
297, 302 

Xiiles, Jeff, 6: 128 
Gillespie, Mr. and Mrs., 7: 425 
Gillespie, Matthew, 5: 85, 86 
Gillespie, Paul, 7: 12; 6: 61 
Gillespie, Phillip, 5:. 85, 86-87 , 361 
Ginseng patch, planting, 7: 445-48 
'Glenn, Elbert, 5: 438 * 

Goldenseal (publication), 7: 493 
Goodwin, Colonel Vaughn, 5: 377-78 
Gourd banjos, 6: 54-83 
banjo head, 6: 68-70 r . 
finding the gourd, 6: 59-61 
fingerboard, 6: 62-67 
attaching, 6: 71-73 
fingerbridge, bridge, and apron, 6: 

.74 

finished product, 6: 78-82 ' 
reinforcement and apron tail, 6: 67 




strings, 6: 76-77 
tuning pegs, 6: 75 
Gralfani, Dr. M. P., 5. 281-82 
Gragg, Kirri, 6: 397 
Grape-vine swings, 6: 232 
Graif Locomotive Chase, The (motion 
picture), 4: 12 
Green, Bruce, 4: 398 * e 

Green, Dovie, 6: 397 
Green, Hillard, 7/ 334, 335 
Green glass, game o(, 6: 286—87 
Green man’s garden, game of, 6:> 

287 ♦ 

Gridin, Glen* 5: 437, 438-40, 447, 

45 2 ~5-J- 455— 5'C 459. -}6<>, « (>1 - 
6a, 464-05, 4 60. 475, V? 6 r 77 > 
478-85 

GrifFnf Kim, 5: 447 
Griggs, Donna, .5: 391-92 
Grirjdstaff Bill, 4: 128 
Grindstone, for blacksmithing, 5: 122, 
123 9 

Grist, jack, 6: 405-6 
Grist, Torn, ./: 1 c) 1 . 

Gross, 'Jacob, 5: 21/5- 16, 227 
Crete, WaUer, 5:421 
Groundhj/gs, dealing with (in. the 
gaWen), 4: 188 . 

Gulley, Daw, 6: 43 
G unmaking, 5:208-436 
'Tknaioocliee. shooting matches^” 5 ■ c . 



f 397-4° 1 v ' * . 

of Flacker Marlin, 5; 263-81 
handmade era, 5: 226-81 
barrels and locks, 5: 226-41 
kv freshing out” barrels, 5: 262-63 
^ powder. Hint, and balls, 5: 242- 

63 "■ ” V - 

sources of leadahd nitrate, 5:253- 
•••••’ . — # 60 ' • : , 

historicahbackground, 5* 208-25 
loeki;nakers, 5:, 383-9 * 
modern, 5: 294-390 . s 

. of Frank Cochran, 5: 354-66 * 
of J ini Chambers. ; 5: 378-90 
o I J oe Fanner, ’5 .-344-49 ' 
Kentucky flintlocks, 5-: -.296-344 
rU nv era of, 5: 281—82 ■*. 

( NMLRA shoots, 5: 290, 405-34, 
of Robert Watts, 5: 366^78 
shooting clubs, 5: 401-4 
turkey shoots, 5: 391-97 
.of W. A. Huscusson, 5: 350-54 
G/W and Rifles of the World (Black-more), 
.5- 209 
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GuSler, Wallace,. 5: 208, 2 1 0, 2 13. 214- 
15, 2 2 4 , 2 25 , 2 2 6-4 1,283, 2 84 
Guyaux, Wendy, 4: 90-93, 445-48 

H O-’v . 

Habersham Ironworks and 

M a n u f a e t u r i n g Coi n p any , 5 : 8‘8 - 
9 ° , \ . 

Hacker, Newt, 5: 263 * 

Hacker Martinet lies, 5: 263-81 
Hacksaw, for bku ksmiihing v 5: 121 
Hagan, Jim, 7: (>9 
Ham b i d g e , J ay, s p r i n g h o u s e w a t er* 
system o l , 7 : 3 58-6 t 
H am bid ge , Nil s . J a \~ 4 \ 34 7 
Hamilton, Anita, 6. 14;^ 

Hamilton, Kim, 6: 1 26-28, 131, 

Hand, Wayiancf 4: 485 ;•••* 

Hand drill, for blacksmithing, 5: 120 
Handicrafts of- the .Southern Highlands 
(Eat oil), 4: 68; 6: 141 
llardie, for blacksmithing, 5:1 16 
Hardy, Randall, 7: 368, 456; 5:444 
Harkins, Blanche, 7: 455-56; Yk 193 
Harkins, John , 5. 4O 1 , 402 - 

Harkins, Lonnie, 7: 191 
Markins, Tommy, 6; 264 
H a r lev, M r s . Fa n n i e B r a d 1 ey , 7110 
Hannon, Tedra, ./: 15-50, 198, 385, 

’ 388; 6: 58 , ; ' . 

.knife making ol, 4: 51-59 
sk v d making, 4: 137-41® ' 

Harrell, Simon, 7. 130 
Harrison, Dick, 7: 105 5 T 

woodworking, of; 7: 93-102 \ 

Hartley, Charlie Ross, -7: 15-50,}, 5 1 > 

• X 385; 6: 153-54 ■ 

career in construction^ 7: 28-50 
comments on Foxfire boots, 7J 15- 
28 • f- 

Hartley, Etta, 7: 15-50; 6: 304 * [ 

• Hawkins, Chris 64 if 5; 221 
H a w kins, Sam ah d J a y , 5 : 2 21 ; 

Hay, growing, 7: 183-84 
Hay, jell, ./. 445-48 - * 

Hayes, Dr./ 5! 42-43 f . 

Hayes, Torn, 36*7 - 
I lead, Keith ^.7 : 368, 450 
Helms,. John, 6: 143 
Henderson, Mprty, 5: 353, 354; (>: 
104-7 hi 08 

Hejiderson, Tim, 6: 95-7*99- • 
Hendrick, Ronnie, .5: 471 
* Henry, A., 5 * 30^ y 



INDEX 

►' " ' • • 

Henry, Fred, 5: 53 3 ; 

Henslee, Richard, 5.: ( 58 ; o: 143, 176, 
196 

Henson, Babe, songbow of, 6^84-92 
Henson, Mutt, 6:84 0 1 . 

Flcnson. Pauline. 7:^63 
plerbs and spikes (irt the garden), ./; 

1 ... ••■77-78 ’ 

Hewing beams, 7: 457-59 
I [ickerson, Joe, 6; ,55 
.Hicks, Ben, 7: 17 
HickSi Hfeiny, Oy 342-47 
Hicks, Stanley, 7: 13b; 6: 58, 14 1, 178, 
194, 222, 229, 230, 235, 286, 
,‘288, 291, 293, 304-5. 309 
Hide-and-seek, game of, 6 : 2 88 
Hide .the 'i Wimble, game of, 6 : 288^89 
Hiding a needle iiv a- haystack, game , 
o f V 6 : 28*8 59 -• . 

'At; 5:1378 ' * 

Hill, Carol A., Ns: 253 
I I ill , S a m , 57 4 

History a/ Musical fystnnnenls, The 
• (Sachs), 6: 80 f - 

I lodges, I Lv 5/ 272 
41 od g e s , S M i 1 1 o n , . / : ,3 8 5 , 388; -6: 3 2 2 
Hodgins, Edd, 6: 14.2., 143, 162, 173, 
*.1:95*, 198, 20*2, 214, 215. 230, 
23 <i- 37 . 145-5, 

■ Holcomb, Roscoe, #>: 92 ^ 

Hokoml>e, Dana, 6: 128, 131 
Holley, | . 1 , ^ 399 
Halley, Jim, 5: 268, 278 
Hollis, Helen, 6: 55 - * 

H 0 1 1 o w w his U es , . 6: 2*5 3 - 5 4 
Holt, Mrs! Earl, 7: 191 • I 

. Holt, Gus, 5: 30—32* < 

Holt. Jay, 7:471 i r 

'Holt, Os hie, 7: 153 , > 

%lomeplace, 6: 422-85 * 

abandoned homestead, 6: 42,3-37 
house and farm, (childhood home of. 
^ Harvey Miller), 6:462-85 « 

htaghborhood news, 6: .60 

old log hous£ (Cr^ic family), 6: 437-^ 

5 1 V 

H o o p’s ( t o y ) , 6: h o 5-6 

H o o py hide,* gain e o f 6: 288 
Hoover, Herbert, iy; 350* . J- 

Hopkins, -David, 7. 194, 195* s 
Hopper, Fate; 5C470 * v ? 
Hppper, Jim,. 5: 470" . 

Hopper, h. D., 7: 353 " • 

n Hopper, Mrs>L. D., 7: 191 . * 
Hopscotch, game 6 p i\ 6: 289-91 * 


1 1 o r s e s , l o g g i n g h , 7 . 2 6 8 -81 

H o r se’s a ge , J 1 o w to "tell, 7 2 1 6 
Horseshoeing, 5:' 182-207 - ■ 

making a horseshoe, 5: 191-204 
Ho rs e t rad i 1 1 g a d v e n t u re s , 7 : 2 1 5 -5 1 
of Adam Foster, 7. 246-5 r *■ 
of Harry: Brown. 7: 232-34 
of Hob D, 11 vail, 7; 2 3 7-4 6 
of Ken riv -Run ion, 7. 2 2 (>-28 
of Lawton Brooks; 7 : 21 5^26 
; (4 1 had f^o w die, ^7.; 234-37 1 
Mi Wil^Zoellner, 7; 228^2' 

H( >i ton, Mvles, 7; 9 , - 

Horto t 1 , S l vy e . 7:475 )-8 < ) 

Houck, John, 7; 217 

House, Hefsliel, 5: 233, 24 1, 2bo, 284, 

V 289, 290; 6; 95 
ri tie .making of , 5; 2 96-34 4 
Howard, Anna, 7: 154, 186-87. }<)%^ 
Howard, Duke. 5! 472 / 

H o w a r d , Schley, 5:36 9 
Hone Can l Keep from Singing (record)-, 
7:492 

Hudson' lrv, 6: 45) , 

Hughes, CharlesV^ 128 
Hu g lies. Park a n cl o r 1 w a v , 7 .13 5 
Hull gull, game 292 

Hunter, Bear, 5: 485H94 ♦ . ■ 

Hunting Clubs, g: .{6o\6 1 
Huscusspn, AV\. A^gunmaking of, 5: 


hYgersolL Ebon C., 6: 359 
I rrge r s<7 1 1 , R o h e r t C 6 .% 3 5 9 
/ Mo. / n/ /.v , of t h i\ South ern d ppalachm W®** 
a • Mountains (Irwin), 6 : 9 1 
Ironmaking, 5: 77-106 . 

' blastdjurnace, 5:' 79-80^ A / » 

b 1 o 6 mtyy- fit ru a ce , 5:: 7 ^-79 / 

f o r g e a r t d f i n e 1 y , 5:82 * ; : ; / 

- pig. iron, 5: .83/* * w 1 :v 

steel, ^ 83-84 

stories about (in t he* .southeast), 5: 5 
84-106 . t - 

.U'.iought iron, 5: 8.5^ % 

4 " j 5 ^ a h o B lac^sm n h i n g A x ,, . 

Irwin, John kice, 5: 230; 6 : 9^ 92, 93 
Ives, Edward D., 7; 485 . 


-Jack rocks,.. game of, 6 : 292 
..Jackson, Andrew, 5; 215 
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'jack straws, game of, 6: 292 * 

Jack up a bush, game of, 6: 292 
jaeger rifle, 5/ 210, 216 
James, Debbie, 7-’ 393, 

•; James, Doug, */: 260; 5/ 300 
Japanese chestnut (Castanea crenata), 6: 

399 

Jeep sticks, 6: 252-53 
Jefferson, Thomas, 6: 350 
Jenkins, Anita, 4: 317 
.Johns o n , B(#ss , '5 : 222, 42 o , 422, 4 2 3^ 

• Johnston, Doc, 5/378 
Jones, Dr. Harry, 5/ 5,06 
Jones, Hilliary, 5. 272 
; Jones, Karen, 6/ 111,443 
! Jones, Mud, 5/ 26, 28-29 - < 

Jones, Myra Quec-n, 5. 17, 18, 134, 168 
; Jones, Richard, 6: 14*3, M4 
Jones, Sid, 4: 80-88 
; Jones, Vee, 397, 399 
VJudspn, Earl, 6/26 
Jumping jack, game of, 6/ 2^3 
Jumping jack (toy), 6/ 206 
Jump rope, game of, 6: 293 

J ii s lice , Hole n , 6/ 1 4 1—4 2 » 1 9 3 * 2 8 6 , 
287, 29 1 , 302 
justice, Julia, 6: 143 
Justus, Benson, 6/ 95^)9, ^2 , 246 
Justus, Beverly, 4: 93-102, 202 
J -walkers (toy) ,-6/ 230—32 



Kahn, Si, 4: 492 

Keefauver, Abe and Deborah, 5: 263 

Keith, Tom, 5/ 56-57 

Kell, John, 6; 46 

Kellcey, Tweed, 5/ 171, 172 

Kelly, Ada, 4: 164-65, 178,, 179, 193; 

6: 200, 302 ^ 

Kelly, Brian, 4: 447 ' 

Kelly, Mrs. Ray, 4: 191 
Kelsey, Drewry, 5: 20 ( 

Kennedy, John F., 6/ 350 
Kennedy, Robert F., 6: 350 
Kenny, Hattie, 6: 162; 166, 193, 214-. 
15, 224, 232, 253, 272, 302, . 
309-10, 423-36 

Kentucky flintlock. rifle (how to make), 
5/296-344 
barrels, 5/ 301 

be.echplug arrd'tang, 5/ 304-8 
■ checkpiece, 5/ 324 ■ 

choosing the sto^k and pattern, 5/ 

\ ' . 3 00-1 , / 1 


cutting out the stock, 5; 302 
decorative molding, 5/ 330,32 
differences between caplocks and, 5/ 
2 99-3 1 OQ ' * 

drilling and shaping ramrod hole, 5/ 
309-10 

feather hole, 5/ 330-32 

filing and rasping the slock, 5/ 321- 


hardening the fri/zcn, 5 / 336-37 
inletting the barrel, 5/ 303-4 
loading and firing, 5/ 339-4$ 
lock| 5: 31 2-14 
fugs, 5/ 3 t o-i 1 
molding lead balls. 5/ 337 _ s8 
raising the grain, staining, and 
browning barrels, 5 9 332-36 
raniffod pipes, 5/ 325-26 
ramrods, 5/ 337 

sideplates and lock bolts, 5/ 3*14 
^ sights, 5/ 326-29 

stainless-steel vents, 5/ 329-30 
tallow hole, 5/ 330-32 
tips on construction, 5/ 298 ft 
trigger, 5 3 1 4“! 6 

triggerguard, 5/ 317-2 1 
trigger plate, 5: 31 6-17 
• vempick, 5/330-32 
K en t 1 1 ck y Ion grid e , 5 f 2 22 
Jvesler, Sally, ./■: 399. 419 
Kicking mule (toy), 6/ 207^8 
, Kiker, Bernie, 5/ 573, 574 
Kimzev, Herbert, 5/ 84, 88— 90, 106 
Kindig, Dan. 5. 293 
Kindig, Joe. Jr., 5/ 212-13, 2^4, 222, 

. 381-82,398 

Kindig; Wes, 5/ 293 
Kinney, Mike, 4: 8 _ . 

Kinsland, John, 5/ 472 

Kirby, tercival R., 6/ 86 

Kirkland, Turner, 5/ 423 

Kistner, Ken, 4: 364 

Kistner, Ray and' Ken, .// 71 

Kitchen knife (Tedra Harmon variety), 

7 \ r >9 

Kitty walks a corner, game of/6: 


2 93 * ■ ' * 1 

Kitty wants the corner, game ot, 6/ 


293-95 

Kline ‘John, 4. 461 
Kline. Walter, 5/ 222 
Knife making, 4: 51-67 • , 

Tedra Harmon variety, *//, 5-1-59 
* Troy Danner variety, 4: 60-66 
.Will Campbell variety, 4:* 66^ 
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Laces, shoe, 6: \ 15. 139 
Lamb, Bill, 7. 106, 2*57; 6: 194, 
Lamb, Tommy ^ : 368, 45a 
Lambert, Peter, 4: 420 
Lambecth, Jesse, 5; 92 
Land, clearing (for gardening), 7. 

■ 53 L , 

I .ant, Jell, 5 : 31 M). 349 , 354 , 978 ' 
Lanich, l ed, 7 / 191 
Tanning, Karl, 5 : 220 - 21 , 222 , $ 66 , 
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Canning, (George, 5 . 22 6 
Fanning, Judy, 5. . 400 
Large, Bill, 5/ 222'! 2 2 3—2 4 , 28,1-82, 
■284, 292, 382, 399, 420, 4 2 1, 

* 425 

Law, Kenneth, 6: 320 
Lawton, Ernest, 4: 194 ¥ 

Lawton-, Neil, 7/ 19,4^95 
Lawton, Wayne, 4: i <>4 ... 

Leadbelly, game of, 6/ 295 4 
Ledbetter, Mr., 7/ 370, 371 
Ledford, Deacon, ./c 301 
Ledford, Doc, 5/ 174 
I . cd I < > rd , Dug g a n , 5 / 133, 1 8 2 - 2.0 4 
I ,ed ford, Linda, f: 3 5 7 , 37 8; 6; 1 4 3 
- Ti M)(i 

Ledford, O nil [1/7/ 347 J 

s p f i n g 1 1 ous K w a t e 1 s y s 1 e m , 7. 3 5 3 —5 4 
Ledford. R. H. t 4: 353 ^ 

Leggett, tyusiy, 4: 450. 434. 463 
Letman, Doc, 5: ^2 
Letson, Robbie, 4: 159 < 

Lettuce, planting, 4: 166-67 
Lewis, Dr. Thomas, 5; 131-32 
Li g o n, C . P . , fo lk ca r V i n gs of, 4 > 80- 
88 ' 

Limberjack doll, 6; 208-13 
Li 1 1 c o 1 n , A b r a ham, 6 r 3 5 o 
Lindslev, Pete, 5/252, 253, 257% 
Lloyd, Alice, 5: 225 
bookmakers (g*in), 5. 283-91 
Locksi gun, hand forged, 5; 226-41 - 
Logging, 4 ; 237-316 
— breaking arid training oxen. 4: 260- 
68 

camps, 4 ; 2 99-3 1 6 

types of employees, 4: 3 1 * 
economics of,' -4: 279-81* 
modern, 7/“288-99 
pulling contests, 4: 270 
N^sawmilling, 7/ 281-88. 


w i t h s t e e r s and o x e n , 4 / 26 8-8 1 \ r 
“trailer grabs,” 7/274 ' • 

London, Jack, 6: 349 . 

Lotig, Fate, 7:110 
Long, Faye*, 7.1 59-60 , 175, 191 
Loom, traditional type ofL 7: 466-68 
Lost my handkerchief, game of, 6. 5295 
Louis XIII, King, 5.-209 

1 .0 v ell, C a r 1 to 1 1 ,^6/ 99 - - - 

To sell, E 1 ij a h , 4 : 341 
Love If, Garnett, 7 / 34 1 -4 5 
L o v eJ 1 , George/ . f: 3 4 1 
Lovell, Isaac, 6 / 100—3,108 
f. ,0 v 61 1 , M i\s . I s a a c , - 6 / 95 — 9 9 
Lovirk Lizzie, 7 1 63-64 , ' 1 69, 1 70 
Lumberjack (toy), 6/ 208-13 
Lyons brothers (Leslie, Clarence, and 
Earl). 4: 37 > 


McArthur, Herb, 7: 8* 

MaeArthur; Ridg, 7. 368, 456 * . 

M cB ride, Ray, 7 / 1 5—5 6 , 6 9-7 1 , 93- 
102, 4V8 i. 

McCall, Hans and Joking 5/ 168-69 
McCall, Mrs' IvyT 28 tj ; : 

McCarthy, Joseph, ,6: 350 
McConnell, Jim; 6. 46, 48 

McCoy, Anita, 6: 397 

McCoy, Ji in, 7/191 i 

McCoy, 'Tinker, 5:67, 68*74 , 355, 357, 

* 378^ 143, 196 : ■ ' •«> 

M cC o y,.TT vs s c s , 7 /■ 191 
McCracken, Arthur, 5/ 126, 133, 145-'! 
55 

McCracken, Billy, 5/ 472 
McCracken, [Nellie, 5/ 145 
McCutch eon!, John, 7/ 492 
McDaniel, Tom, 6/423 
McDonald, Oliver, 5/ 499 - 

M a c 1) o w ell, M rs . T oin, 6 / ,1 73 , 193, 

* 231 • * . 

A^cGee, Melissa; 7/82 0 

McGuire, Will, .6: 50 
McHugh, Cena f , 4; 1 26—33 * 

McKay, Scott, 7/ 93-102 
McKurty; Bill, 5/ 57 
McLanahan, Roteert, 7/82; 

McMahon, * 

McMullen, Charles, 6: 

MacNeil, Don, 7/ 93—102], 478 
Mandrils, For blacksmithing, 5/ 122, 

'123 ! V; • ...I; --'-tv---"" 

A la nualjor Fi eld' Wo fk er$, A j(Ive$), 7/485 
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"Marbles, game of* ;S: 295-97 
Marcellino, Pat, 6: 95-99 / 

Marching around the -level, gan*e of, 

6: 297*98 . j. 

Marcus, Veler, 6 : 193/203, 224-25, 

231-32, 233, 272, 273,7283-84, 
293 * 3 °°’ 3 ° 8 / 

Marcuse, Sybil, 6 : 86, 90 ^ 

I Mart, Bonita, 5: 145 \ / 

Martin, Alex, hpwl making <>f, 7: 

io ^-5 \ ^ \ l‘ ] 

Martin, Hacker, 5: 216, 21^', 220, 221, 
223, 226, 583, 284, /%3, 296, 

. 397 . ; , 

gunmaking of, 5; 2 63-81 

Martin, Mary Elleifi and John S., 5/263 
Martin, Oscar, 6:201 
Martin, Pearl, 7. 191, 442-44 
Martin, Raphael, Donis/ and Betty 
Jean, 5: 264 / 

Martin, Sarah, 5: 263 / 

Mason, Otis T., 6: 86 / 

Massey, Ellen, 7:9 \ / / . 

■Masters, jay and Tommy, 5: '364 
Masters, Stanleys 5. 348; 349, 354, 378; 

A 6 : 322, 362! / 

Matlock, Ben, 6: 3 1 6 
- Ma tih irv johnV 7 '| 343 
M a x i 11 1 i 1 i a 11 / E m p e t p r , 5 : 2 o 9 
Maxwell, Dennis, 7: 471 
M ead o ws , E th el, $: 3 1 1 -2 o - 

Medford, Slid, 7./ 287 

IS 4 ebafIc\^}jni, 5/472 _ //_• . 

Mellinger, Marie/ ,6: 399.-400,-4091 4 1 1 
Melons, planting, 7: 174 
Melton, Dan, 6/ 143, 144, 250 
Memcmes of a /[-fountain Short line, 7: 12 
Menefee, Pete' 1 5:421; 

Merry-go-round (toy), 200-4 
Mesgner, Edward, 5: 472 
Miller, Ellen J 6 : 461 * „ 

Miller, Haitii, 6 : 146- j ' 

MiUer/ Harvey J. t 7: 106, 122, i_2rf/_6:._., 
109, /1 67, 275, 142 2-23, 451-85 • 
childhood home and farm, 6: 462- A 

: 8 : 8 " I ' 1 . 

vneighbcj/rhood news reporting, 6 : 

45/60 N . , 1 

Mill.saps,/Fioy 3 , 6: 359 
Mize, Bonnie, 5: 391-92 
Moles, (fcaling u with (in the garden!) , 7/V 

l h \ \ . V 

Momentjs: The- Foxfire Experience, 7: 9 
Monro. e, Karen, 7: 393 
Monrpe, O. H., 5: 81, 84, 90-100 
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Mori tell, Lpjiwood, 7: 485 

M oody , lanfa.,^5^4^4 1 -4 2 

Moody, Newt, 6 : 56 r 

Moon signs, planting by, 1 7 .,162-64 

Moorjf, Belzora, 7: 191 

Moore, Betsy, 7: 455-56 

Mol) re, Noel, 7/ 337, 338; 6 : 402-4, 

v 4 ° 9 _1 l » 4 1 3“ 1 4 
Mobre, Robbie, 7: t94, 195, 198, 456 
Moran, Jim, 5. 215-16, 226, 252-53, 
266, 272 

Morgan, Reverend A. Rufus, 7: 394- 
441; 5: 282, 496 
M o r ga n , A 1 fr e d 7:424 
Morgan, Anna, 7: 404 
Mo rga n , Era nk , 5 : 1 4 7 
Morgan, Lucy, 7: 394, 395, 4 if 
Morgan, Ralph, 7; 394*395, 409 
Morphew, Jack, 6. 330 
M o r r is , J ame s* 6 : 91 
Moss, Maxine, 5: 37EE 
Mother 117 / from, the Laughing Brnrel (ed. 
D U rides), 7: 485 . 

Mountain Call , , 7 7 // (publication), 7: 493 
3 /mbi/um L/'/f rba/ Work (publication), 

■T 493 / 1 M 

Mountain- .Memories, 7: 

A l mini a in Review, 7 : 492,4 94 "* 

M teething, Walt, 5: 420 

Mull, Rube, 7. 284 

Miiry^le peg, game of, 6: 298-300 

Muriger, jinu 5: 22-24, 30 

Musjhmelon, planting, 7: 174 

/ /h a t rumen ts. .of the A ‘at 1 ? r /v rs 0/ 

1 | S01///1 Africa, The {Kirby), 6:86 

Musical Quarterly, 6: 81 : -U v ; 

Mustard, planting, 7: 

Muzzle. Blasts (magazine), 5^263, 264, 
281, 292, 296, 333, 39°’ 

420 ■ . AT'*- ' * 

‘My Letter” (Ward), .6: .355-56 

N • • 

» ! 

Narr, Tom, 5: .359 
National Muzzle Loading Rifl 

- Association (NMLRA), 5: 292', 

^ 09 ’ 367, 377, 378, 390791,402 
shooting matches of, 5: 290, 405-34 
National Rifle Association (NRA), 5: 

376 

Xatural History of the Musical Bow, The 
(Balfour), 6 : 86 
Neely, Billy, 5: 26 
Neidner, A. O., 5: 420 


> 
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Newcomer, John,, y, 213 

N ew ton, I saac, • 6; 3 4 8 

New Wood (record), ;./; 492 

Nichols, Susie, 4; 75-80, 151 

NixrMrs. George, 7; 191 

Norton, Barak, y 470 

Norton, Margaret and Richard, 4; 170 

Norton, Priest, 5; 470 

N or to n , R i c h a r d , 6 ; 2 00- 1 f 

Norton, Tommy Lee, 4: 134 

Nowell, Elizabeth, 6: 351^ 




o 


Oakes, Al; 4: 82, 403, 

Oats, planting, 4: \ 84-84 ) % 

O ’ Dw y e 1 , Bob, 4: 34 1 * ^ \. 

Okra , plan t in g., 4: 173 
Old granny hum bum, game* of, 6: 300 
Old gifanny Wiggins is dead, game* of, 
\6: 360-1 

Old log house (Crane family), 6: 437- 
J ^ 5 1 

*D1 1 v e 1; , [Mr. a 11 d M r s . , 4 : 4 2 5 4 

OliverdDes, 5; 296 ^ 

0 1 i v e r , To rd , 4: 368,458 
O n i o n s , p 1 ax iting, \ 4: 1 6 5-66 
Organic Gardening, 4: 481 
Owens, Eli, 6: 9 1 j - * 

Owens, Margaret, \6: 141, 142, 178-88 
Owens, Tommy, 6; 143 
O w e n s b y , M a ryyy: 234 * ’f 

Owls, dealing with (in the garden), 4: 

' u d° i : - ’ 

Oxen, logging yfith, 4; 260^-68 

Ox yoke bows, bending, 4: 479-80 • 


_.£ace, Shelley, 4: 75-80 
P^ge, Richard, 4; 88-89 
. PalpaMotic, Mark, y 2 8-2-, -34 8, 349, 
378 

Pancake'! Henry, 5; 424 

Paredes, Americo ,"'4; 485 

Parish Register, 4: 424 

Parker, Edith, 4: 452-54 

Parlow, Ahita, 4: 495 

Parris, ..Robert, y 382 

Parsons, Earl “Preach,” 4;. 302-7 

Passing Through the Garden (record), 4: 

492 ' \ 
Patterson, Delmo, 6: 298 

Patterson, John and Burma, 6: 296 

Patterson, Kirk, y 405, 41 1 


Patterson, Roy, y 270 
Payne, David Lee, 6: 143 
Pearl, Minnie, 4: 495 
Peas, planting, 4: 167 
Peehng-kniyds (Tedra Harmon 
variety),, 4: 59 

Peg game, 6.401-2 •. ^ 

Peppers, planting, 4: 173 
Perennials, herbs, and spices (in the 
garden), y. 177-78 
Periodicals, list of, 4: 490-96 
Perry, Annie, 4: 202-14 • 

Perry, Lizzie, 4 :^ 09 
Phillips, Bill, 6; 2^6 
Pickett, Dave, 6/141, 142, 162-65, 
r69-7 1 , 2087- 13,219 c . 
Pig iron, y 83 

Pippers, Carl, 5; 2 2 1 , 225, 283, 397- 

. - 98 ; \ , 

Pitts, Esco, 4: i 50, 154, 160-61, 164, 
1(17/ 168, 169472/ 173-74, 
175, 1 76-77, "i y8, 181-83, l ^9’ 
T . 191 

Play^and- entertainment, 6/140-310 
games, 6/272-310 
. toy makers, 6/ 143-57 
toys, 6: 158-272 '\ 

Playhouses (or playing house), game 
of, 6: 302-3 

Please an'd displease, game of, 6i 303 
Pless, Lenoir, 5:437, 439 
PI ess, T. R., y 438 “ V 

Plow , The (newsmagazine), 4: 494-95 
Plow- stock making,.,// 12 6-3 3 
1 putting the parts together* 4: 132— 

* » 33 . 

tools and woods used, 4: 130-31 
Poor old Tom,, game of, 6: 303-4 
Pope, John, 4: 90-93 
Popt, Sharon, 4:90-93 
Pop guns, 6:214-16 
Porter, Bob, 6: 36, 37 
Porter, Pam, 4: 10-n 
Potato bugs, dealing with (in the 
garden), 4/187 
Potatoes, planting, 4/ 164-65 
Potter, Fred, I 6 : 141* 14$, 200, 206, , 
2 2 2-2 C 229 

Pow r der, flint] and .balls (in 

gunmaking), 5: 242-63 T . 
Powell, Garnett, 5/ 266, 269,-^270, 272., 
291-94, 418, 419-34, 421, 422, 
423,424,425 
Powers, Tom, 4: 445-48 
Price, Harvey “Cap,” 5; 399 
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PriiiiC Mark, 6: 54-55, 84 1 

Pumpkins, planting, 4; 175 
Punches, tor blacksn\i thing, 5: 11 9- 
Puzzles, 6: 2 1 (5 — 2 1 \ 

' -a " 

Q, ' - . . 

Queen, Boyd* 6: 84, 92, 362 
Queen. Myra, 4: 151, 215-51, 317 
Quinn, Mrs. J. D., 4: 1.91 

' 1 * 

R ^ 

3. i , 

Rabbit boxes, 4: 200-1 - 4^. 

" Rabbits, dealing- with (in 'the garden), 
4 ' HJO 

Raccoons, dealing with (in the garden), , 
. 4 - * 9 ° 

Ramey, Jean, 6: 280, ^ 

Ramey, Tom, 4: 365, 379 
Ramsey, Bull, 5: 222, 223, 266,^24$- 
80, 281, 420 • * 

Rathbone, Clarence, fiddle making of, 
4: 122-25 

Rats, dealing with (in the garden), 4: 

l 9 l . * 

Rattletrap (toy), 6: 222 
Recollections (publication), 4: 491 
Reddick, Peter, 4: 2f>b 
Reedy, Leonard, 5: 381 
-.Reerns, Annette, 4: 151; 6. 143 . 

Reese, Mrs. Monroe, 4^385^88, 393 
?■ Reeves, Bob, 5: 20-22 
: Reeves, \Jeff, 5: 405, 411 
•Reid, Hafv, 4: 149 
Reid, Lon, toy furniture of, 4: 88-89 
Relief sculpture (in wood), 4: 90-93 
Renfro, Jim, 4: 260, 451 
.Repps, Robert, 6 : 143 
Resley, Judge, 5: 420 
Resource materials, list of, 4: 490-96 
Reynolds, George-, 4: 9, 12; 6: 78-82, 
92^ 

Reynolds, Sharrod, 4: 9, 12*5^ 

Rholetter, Bobby/ 5. 401, 402 

Rice, Georganna, 6: 397 

Rich, Albert, 5. 472 

Richards, Aline, 4. 452, 454’ ^ 

Rickman, Claude, 4:9, 347 | 

Rickman, E. B., 5/ 472 i 

Rickman, Luther, 4: 328 « 

Riddle, Ernest, shoemaking of, 6: 109- 

26 ' V 

Riddle, Ernestine, 6: 1.09 
Riddle, Helen, 6: 109 


Riddle, Jbhti.,v6; 109 :.- to 

- Riddle, Kenneth, 6: 109 . 

Riley, Fred, 5/ 225 

Ring around the mulberry bush, game 
of, 6: 304 . % 1 ; 

Robbins, DC., 5; 48 \ * . 

Roberts, Leonard, 4: 485 
Rogers, Harley, 4: 370,' 377, 380 
on how .to dig a well, 4: 375-76 f 
Rogers, Vaughn, Sr., 6: 295-96 
Roland, George, 5; 57-60 
Rolling clown (loyK 6: 222-23 
Ronfinger, Dexter, 6/ *3 39, 359 
, Roosevelt, Franklin D., 6/ 350 3 

Roosevelt, Theodore, 4 18 
r Rooster 'fighting, game of,., 6: 304 
Rope swings, 6: 233 * .< 

Ru ark, Charlie, 5:420 
Runion, Clyde, 6:' 142, 205, 237-47, 
26U-68 

Runion, Kenny, 4: 15 j, 157., 171, 178- 
79.‘ i? 1 - 367. 368, 370-73, 380; 

:J 6: 142,: 2 16— 21 , 233, 284, 307 * . 

horse trading adventures of, 4 : 2 26- : ; 

28 

.on how to dig a well, -4: 37Q-73 
Russell, Bertrand, 6: 348 
Rutherford, Alison, 4:82 
Rye, planting, 4: ^84-86, 

Sachs, Curt, 6: 86 • • 

paddle lock notch, 4: 460-61 
Saga of Coe Ridge, The (Moiitell), 4: 485 
Saints of Sage arid Saddle (Fife), 4: 485 
Salyers, Col. Logan, 5: 223 
Salyers, Samuel, 5: 223- 
Sanders, Nannie Ann, 6: 193, 232, 294, 
295 > 3°3 

Sang Branch Settlers (Roberts), 4: 485 
Sassafras tea, 4: 442-44 
Savage, Wilbur, 6: 400 
Sawmilling, 4: 281-88 
Scenes, wood carved, 4: 69-75 
Schumann-Hcink, Ernestine, 6: 351 
Science of Gunnery , The , 5: 334 
Scorsonc, Joe, 5: 290 
Scroggs, Bud, 6: 126 
Seagle, Will, 4: 191 
Seeds, 4: 1.60-62 
Scyven, Jim, 5; 279 . 

Seth, Oscar; 5: 421, 422 
Shakespeare, William, 6: 32a 
Shakespears, game of, 6: 304 
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Sharp’s rifle, 5: 222 9 

Shaw, George Bernard, 6: 5^49 
Shepherd, Dewey, „6: 78 x * 

Sheppard, Doug, bird carvfngs of, 4: 
75-8o l,- 

Shoemaking, 6. 109-39 

of Ernest Riddle, 6: 109-26 ' 

laces, 6 : 115, 139 
pattern, 6: 120-21, 130 
pickling process, 6: 113 
putting the shoe together, 6: 121- 
1 3°~39 

selecting the leather, 6: 114, 128, 
130 

tan bark,; 6;- 1:13-14 
tanning the hide, 6? 1-1*2-14, 128 
thread used, 6: 114, 130 
tools, 6: 115-18, 128-29, 1 S9 
of Willie Underwood, 6V 126—39 ^ 

7 wooden form, 6: 118-19 
Shook, Mrs. Rae, 6. 173, 193, 233, 254, 
277, 293-95, 309 
Shrue, John, 5. 213 
Shumway, Earl, 5. 284 
Shumway, George; 5: 284, 299, 368 
Siler, Albert, 4: 397, 404, 436 
Siler, Bud, 5: 223, 282, 283-91, 299, 

’ 400 \ 

Siler, Clifton K., 5: 282 
Siler, Dottie, 5; 282, 283-9 f 
'Siler, Fanny, 4? 424 
Siler, Jacob, 5.^283 z ? 

Siler, Jesse, 4: 436 
Siler, Joanna, 4: 397, 426 
Siler, Plakard Dedrick, 5: 282 
Siler, Weimar, 5. 282 
Siler, William, 4: 396, 397, 403, 436 
Siler brothers, 4; 396-97 
Singleton, John.,, 

437 

Sitton, Phillip, 5: 85-86 
Sjostrom, Bob, 4: 200 
Skenes, Dwayne, 4: 137-49 
jSkin the cat, game of, 6: 304-5 
Sledge hammers, for Jblacksmithing, 5.- 
1 118,119 

1 Sleds 

' child’s, ; 6: 224-26 
wooden, 4: 134-49 " 

Slingshpts, 6: 227-28 

Sloane, Sir Hans, 6: 78-81 

Sloane, Sam, .5: 225 

Smith, Reverend C. D., 5; 498 

Slnith, C. W., 5: 46 

Smith, Julia, 6: 286-87, 306 


Smith, Lesser, 5: 270, 276, 277, 279, 
281,7397 ■ v 

Smith, Li'z, 5: 46, 47-48 
Smith, Loy, 4: 137-49 
Smith, Mark, . 6: 31 ^ 

Smith, Roy, 5: 472 
Smith, Shayne, 6; 427 
Smith, Steve, 4: 15-50, 260 
Smith, Tina, 6: 111, 143, 275 * 

Smith, Wayne, 5; 52 
Smoke grinders (toy), 6: 229 
Snake in the grass, game of,, 6: 305 
Soil preparation, 4: 153-56 <g 
"Soldering iron, for blacksmithirig, 5: * : 
120 \ 

Songbows, 6: 54, 84-97 
construction of, 6: 87-90 
varieties of, 6: 86, 91 
wood used,- 6: 9 1-92 * .. , 

Southern Exposure (journal), 4: 495' 
r ;f: Southern Highlands Handicraft Guide, 

• 4 : 4 J 9 . _ 

Southern Regional Council, 4: 496 
South Mississippi Blues (Owefis), 6: 91 
Speed, Mrs. M. G* 6: 406-7 
Speed, Vina, 4: 191 , 

Speed, Vivian, 6: 397 - ^ 

Split whistles, 6: 255-56 , .. 

Springhouses, 4: 347-61 
Squash, planting, 4: 173*-^^^ 

Squirrels, dealing with (in the garden), 

4 i l 9 * ' "" , n 

Squirt guns, 6: =2 2 9 * ' 

Stanley, Sam, 4: 8-9 \ 

Steel, 5; 83-84 0 \ 

Steertf, logging with, 4: 268-81 ^ 

Stewart, Alex, 6: '54, 91 _ 

Stewart, Carrie, J*‘ 495-511 

Stewart, Scott, 6: 143 

Stick horses, 6: 229-30 

Stiles, B. 4: 191 

Stiles, Lake, 4: 134, 191, 371 

Still furnace, building, 4: 471-77 V 

Stocky, Cheryl, 4°: 15-50, 137-49, 15I, 

455 f 5 6 - 47 ° 

Stone, Irving, 6: 353 

Story of Coal^ and Iron in Alabama 
(Armes), 5: 101 
^ Stroup, Alexander, 5:92 
Stroup, Jacob, 5: 89, 90, 92 
Stroup, Moses, 5. 90, g2 

•Stubbs, Thomas, 4: -192 ^ _/ 

Study of-Amrnzzrrrf o tklore , Che 
(Brunvand), 4: 485 
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!> 

Study of Folklore] The (eel. Dundes), // 

v 

Stupka, Aifhur, 7: 437 
Sutherland, Annette, 4: 444, 479-80 
Swage block, for blacksmithing,^: 1 16 
Swain, Hampton, 5: 42P1 
Swain. Levi, 4: 466 
Swanson, Gladys, 4: 191 T. 

Swanson, Mrs. Oren, 4: 191 
Sweet potatoes, planting, 4: 172 
■ Swings , n 

grape-vine, 6: 232 
rope, 6: 233 

T ’ \ 

Talley, Rob and Henry, 5; 20 
Tallulah Falls Railroad, 4: 12 
Tap hand, game oh, 6: 366 1 

... \ “Tap me" (game), 4: 322-23 * 

Tar, making, 4: 252-56 
Taylor; .JSarbara, 151, 365 

T aylor, Bill, 6: 143 
Taylor, Frank, 4: 20 
Taylor, Harley, 4: 32, 35 
s Taylor, Hilliard, 7: 106 ^ ... 

Taylor, Wesley, 6: 55-58, 78-82 
Teacher, game of, 6: 307 
Teague, Gladys, 4: 191 
Tedra 1 jaiTnan knife#- 4: 51-59 
assembly and completion, 4: 58 
handle, 4: 57 ■ • 

steel, 7: 56 

Tedra Ha rm o n s 1 ed , 4: 13 7-4 9 
, construction and assembly, 4: 140- 

----- 

Thom a"s ,T& - — — 

Thomas, Cal, 4: 19 1 ' 

Thomas, Debbie, 4: 391 
, Thomas, H a r 1 e y , 4: 106, 116,4 69- 70 ; 

- & 1 73-75 ' 

fiddle making of, 4: 109-15 
Thomas, James, 4: 41 2- 1 3 
* Fh o m a s , M ar\\ 4: 1 5 0—5 1 , 3 6 5 ; 6: 14 3 
Thomas, Nell, 4: 191 
Thomas, Sarah Jo, 7:413 i 

Thomas Wolfe: A -Biography (Nowell), 6: s 

/ ^ ' 35J-5 2 • ' ' k d 

Tho ugh Is on ( he K en t u cky R ifie 1 n i ts, G 0 Ide > 1 
\Age (Kindig), 5;' 2.12-13, 21 4^ 
381-82, 398 
Tice, Leroy, 7: 338 
Tippett, Lee, 5: 112, 124, 156-68 ; j 
^ I o b a c co grow i 11 g , 4: 1 .8 1 —8 3 
jt. curing process, 7: 182 


1 


INDEX 

Tobacco worms, dealing with (in the 
garden), 7: 188 

Tomatoes,. plaining, 7; 172-73;* 

Tom Walkers (or ']- walkers). 6.1.230- « 
32 

Tongs, for blacksmithing, 5: 1 1 9 - 
Tools for gardening, 7: 1*57-60 
T o p s o r d a n c e r s ( t o v ) , 6 : .2 3 3—3 6 
Totin' over the mark, game of,. .6: 307 ; 

. ^ : (.) w n b all, game oh 6 ; -30 7—8 
' r 1 ’ owns e 11 d , Jaso 11 , f 7 . 3 8 2 >-8 7 
. : .,-TovTu r n i t u r e' , 4 7 : 8 8-8 9 
Toy makers, 6: 143—57 
Toys, 6: 158-272 
b a 1 La n d cup, 6 : *1 5 8-59 ^ 
blow gun, 6 : t 60 ; 

bouncing pig, 6: 160 
bow and arrow, 6: 160—62 
b u b b 1 e hi o w e i\ 6 . 1 6 2 
bull grinder, 6: 162-65 
bull roarer. 6. 1 94-95 
button on a string, 6: 166 

Tmcze 4 .--- 14)4^95 — • - - 

c h u r n i n g w o men, 6 : 1 6 7-68 
-r climbing bear, 6: 169-71 

corn guns, 6: 172 ? • •. 

cornstalk animals, 6: 172-73" 
cornstalk fiddle', 6: 173-77 
dolls, 6: 191-93'** 

apple-head, 6: 178-88 
cucumber, 6: 1 89-9 1 
4 1 in 1 be r j a c k or d a n c i ag , 6: 208—1 3 
j dumb bell, 6; 1 94 
dumb bull, 6: 194-95 
1 flutter mill , 6: 196—99- ^ ■ 

j fly gun, 6; 200 , 
i fl y i n g j eim y , 6: 2 00—4 
J furniture, 6: 204-5 

graf)e-vine s w i n gs ; 6: 2 32 ^ 

hbllow whistles, 6: 253-54 
hoops, 6; 205—6 
jeep sticks, 6: 252-53 
L j u m p i r 1 g j a ck, 6:2 o 6 
J -walkers, 6: 230-32 
kicking mule, 6: 207-8 ; 

merry-go-round, 6: 200-4 
po p gtmsv "6:214—16 

puzzles, 6: 2i6-2|i 
rattletrap, 6: 222 
rolling clown, 6: 2^2—23 
rope swings, 6: 2 3:3 
sleds, 6: 224-26 
slingshots, 6; 227-^8 
smoke grinders, 6: 229 
split thistles, 6: 255-56 
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squir t gu n s , 6: 2 2 9 , - 

stick horses, 6: 229-30 . 

stilts, 6/ 230-32 

tom -walkers, " 5 : 230—32 / " 

...-tops or dancers, 6: 233-36 - 

•wagons* 6: 236-51 
walking crutches, 6: 230-32 
whimmy diddles, 6: 252-53 
whittled animals, 6: 256-60 
windmills, 6: 261-72 
Traditional loom, 4/ 4 66-69 
Traps and pens ’(be'ar)^ 5/ 468-70 
Traveler (or tire wheel), tor 
blacksmitjiing, 5: 121 
Travels of Will ram Barham , 4: 399 
Trip to Alaska, game of, 6/ 308 
Troy Danner knife, 4: 60-66 
completion of, 4: 65 
handle, 4: 63 
.'v rivets, 4: 64 
steel, 4: 62 

Truman, Harry,. 6: 51, 350- 
Tug of war, game of,_6. 309.. 

- -.y-TTiii i" ' "^Tioo t , ’5 • 391-97 

Turnips, planting, 4: 167-68 t . 
Turpin, Terese, 4: 151 ’ < 

Twain, Mark, 6/346, 348/350 
TuniJfosetos, 'The (Bianco), 4: 485 


fefndbrwood, Willie, 4: 156 
shoemaking of, 6: 126-39 
United Mine Workers Journal , 4: 496 


v 

Valentine. Sam, 6/ 29 

Van Buren> Jarvis, 5/ 89 

Van Doren, Mark, 4: 399 
Van Petten, Sue, 4: 4^5-56; 17, 18-; 

Vegetable gardening,. 4: 164-^6 
beans, 4 175-76 

, beets, 4: 168 
cabbage, 4: 169! 

carrots, 4:... 168 

cornj 4: 170-72] 
cucumbers, 4: 4^4 
fall -crop, 4: 176/77 
lettuce, 4/ 166-^7 > 
melons, 4: 174" 
mustard, 4: 168-69 
okra, 4/173 
onions, 4: 165-66 
peas, 4: 167 


peppers, 4; 173 


potatoes, 4: 164-65 
pumpkins, 4/ 175 
squash, 4: 173-74 
sweet potatoes, 4/ 172 „ 

tomatoes, 4: ^7 2-7 3' 
turnips, 4; 1 67-68 
Vick, Ann, 4/9 ■ 

Vickers, Bob, 6: 12 6 
Vinson, Mrs. Birdie Mae. 4/191 
Vinson, Ralph, 4: 191 
Vinson, Sheila, 4/ 365 
Vinson, T. F,, 4: 191 ; 

Vises, for blacksmithing, 5/ 122, 123 
Vlach, John, 6: 91 ; 

Voltaire, 6/321 


Uoyftge to the Islands 0 [Madera, Barbados, 
iV ieves y S. Christoph er a n d J nmuica, 
' until the Natural History of the y . . 


last of these Isla nds , TJSlpane) , 6. 


81 



Wadsworth, Anna, 4/ 92 
Wagons (toy), 6/ 236-51 
Wald robp, Arie Cruse, 5/ 26-28, 29, 

3 » . 36-37 . - 

Waldroop, Bertha," 5/ 444; 6: 45, 47 
Waldroop, Ed, 6: 29, 32 \ 

Waldroop, Gradv, 6/ 34 i 
Waldroop, Grover, 6/ 29^32, 46 
Waldroop, Iona, 6/ 51 \ 

W a 1 droop , Jake , 4 / 1 88 , 313-16; 5 / 
444 * 469-70; 6 : 25-53, 400-2, 
409,414-16 
Waldroop, Lloyd, 6/51 
Waldroop, Mary, 6 : 29, 31/ 

Waldroop , Zeb , 6: 2 5 , * 2 6 , 2 9 , 30 , 31- 

*32, 34 > 35 > 37 
Walker, Mitch, 5/. 282 
Walking crutches, 6.4230-32 
Wall, Charley, 5/ ,G 1 
Wall, Kim, 6: 427 
Wall, Wayne, 6.-28 1-82 
Wallace, Henry, 6: 350 
Ward, Benjamin Q., 6: 321-96 

sawmill and inventiveness of, 6/ 362 

96 

Ward, Clay, 6: 342-43 
Warfield, Gary., 4: 347 
Warfield, Linda, 4/ 401, 403 ' 

Watermelon, planting, 4: 174 
Water systems, 4/ 334-81 

dowsing for water, 4: 362-66 



INDEX 


spring, 4: 334-39 • . s 

springhouses, 4: 347-61 ■■ 

well digging, 4; 367-81 
diagram, 4. 369 
methods, 4: 370—76''* 
problems, 4: 376-81 
wooden pipes, 4: 339-46 
Watson, Willard, 4: 37; 6: 141, 1 4#, 

■ £4 160, 161, 204, 207, 208, 226, • 

■M 2 5 ° 

^ toy making of, 6; 143-57 
'Watts, 'Pearl, 4: 1.91 j 

Watts, Robert, 5: 22(C) 22 ff . 1 . 

gunmaking of, 5: 366—78 
Watts, Sherrill, 5: 366 
Webb, Andy, 6: 56 

Webb, George, 5: 70 . .. 

Webb, Grover, 4: 191 » 

Webb, Leonard, gourd banjo of, 6: 55- 

82 ' . 

Webb, Rittie, 6: 55 C 

•Webb, Terri, 5: 134, 145, 156, 183; 

6: 397 '• — : 

Welch, Ronnie, 6. 143, 144, 250, 31 1- 
12, 320 

Well digging, 4: 367-81 
' diagram, 4: 369 5 

methods, 4: 370-76 
problems, 4: 376-81 
Wesley; Leonard, 6 : 80 
Wesley; Neil, 5:4,20 
Wheat, 'planting, 184-86 

Whimmy diddles, 6. 252-53 
Whistles 

^‘hollow ,.4^53-54 . • 

split, 6r''2'|3f^|C, '•> 

Whitehurst,’ ^23 

Whi$nire, Mitch, 6: 53—58, 80, 143, 

'^#^44.214-294 

Whitmire, Naomi, 4: 191 
Whittled animals, 6: 256-60 
Wigginton, Mr., 4: 35 
Wiley, Andrew, 5: 94 
Williams, Mrs. Ben, 4: 191* 
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